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FABLES 



B L E S. 



The Advantages of Application and Diligence in our 
earlier TearSj and the dejlru£five Confequences of 
Pride and Cruelty. 

FABLE L 
The Bee, the Ant, and the Sparrow. 

Ti ^Y dears, *tis (aid in days of old, 

'^ ^ That beafts could talk, and birds coald 

fcolA 
But now it feems the human race 
Alone engrofs the fpeaker's place. 
Yet lately, if report be true, 
(And much the tale relates to you) 
There met a Sparrow, Ant, and Bee, 
Which reafon'd and conversed as we. 
Vol. I. B Who 



FABLE L 

Who reads my page will doubtlefs grants . 
That Phe's the wife induftrious Ant. 
And all with half an eye may fee^ 
That Kitty is the bufy Bee. 
Here then arc two— But where's the third ? 
Go fearch your fchool, you'll find the Bird. 
Your fchool! I aflc your pardon, Fair, 
Fm fure you*ll find no Sparrow there. 

Now to my tale.— One fummcr's morn 
A Bee rang'd o*er the verdant lawn i 
Studious to hufband every hour^ 
And make the moft of every flow'r. 
Nimble from ftalk to ftalk fhe flies. 
And loads with yellow wax her thighs ; 
With which the artift builds her comb, 
And keeps all tight and warm at home i 
Or from the cowflip's golden bells 
Sucks honey to enrich her cells ; 
Or every tempting rofe purfues. 
Or fips the lily's fragrant dews> 
Yet never robs the fhining bloom> 
Or of its beauty, or perfume. 

Thus 
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Thus fhe difchargM in every way. 
The various duties of the day. 

It chanc'd a frugal Ant was near, 
Whofe brow was furrow'd o'er by care : 
A great oeconomift was (be, 
Nor lefs laborious than the Bee ; 
By penfive parents often taught 
What ills arife from want of thought; 
That poverty on floth depends. 
On poverty the lofs of friends. 
Hence every day the Ant is found 
With anxious fteps to tread the ground^ 
With curious fearch to trace the grain, 
And drag the heavy load with pain. 

The a£Uve Bee with plcafure faw 
The Ant fulfil her parents law. 
Ah ! fifler-labourer, Ik}^ (he. 
How very fortunate are we ! 
Who taught in in£mcy to know, 
The comforts which from labour flow, 
Are independent of the Great^ 
Nor know the wants of pride and (late. 

B 2 Why 
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Why is our food fo very fweet ? 

Becaufe we earn before we eat. 

Why are our wants fo very few ? 

Becaufe we Nature's calls purfue. 

Whence our complacency of mind ? 

Becaufe we a£t our parts ai&gn'd* 

Have we inceflfant tafks to do ? 

Is not all Nature bufy too ? 

Doth not the fun with conftant pace 

Perfift to run his annual race ? 

Do not the ftars which (bine fo bright. 

Renew their couries every night ? 

Doth not the ox obedient bow 

His patient neck, and draw the plow ? 

Or when did e'er the generous fteed 

Withhold his labour or his fpepd ? 

If you all Nature's fyftem fcan. 

The only idle thing is M^. 

A wanton Sp^rgw long'd to hear 
This fage difcourfc, 'and ftrait drew near. 
The Bird was talkative and loud. 
And very pert, ^nd very prpud j 

As 



FABLE t s 

As worthlefs and as vain a thing 
Perhaps as ever wore a wing. 
She found, as cm a fpray (he fet. 
The litde friends were deep in chat ; 
That virtue was theif fevou^ite theme, 
And toil and probity their fchem^ : 
Such talk was hateful to her breaft, 
She thought them arrant prudes at bcft. 
When to difplay her naughty mind^ 
Hunger with cruelty combin'd; 
She viewM the ant with favage eyeSj 
And hopt, and hopt to fnatch her prize. 
The Bee, who watch'd her opening bill^ 
And guefs'd her fell defign to kill ; 
Afk'd her from what her anger rofe. 
And why Ihe treated Ants as foes ? 

The Sparrow her reply began^ 
And thus the converfation ran» 

Whenever Pm difpos'd to dine, 
I think the whole creation mine; 
That Pm a bird of high degree. 
And every iakH made for me. 

B 3 Hence 



FABLE I. 

Hence oft I fearch the Emmet brood, 
For Emmets are delicious food. 
And oft in wantonneis and play, 
I flay ten thouiand in a day : 
For truth it is, without difguife, 
That I love mifchief as my eyes. 

Oh ! fie, the honeft Bee reply'd, 
I fear you make bafe man your guide. 
Of every creature fure the worft, 
Tho' in creation's fcale the firft ! 
Ungrateful man ! 'tis ftrange he thrives, 
Who burns the Bees to rob their hives I 
I hate his vile adminiftration. 
And fo do all the Emmet na^on. 
What fatal foes to birds are men. 
Quite from the eagle to the wren ! 
Oh ! do not men's example take. 
Who mifchief do for mifchief s lake -, 
But fpare the Ant— her worth demands 
Efteem and friendibip at your hands. 
A mind, with every virtue bicft, 
Muft raifc compai&on in your brcaft. 



Virtue 1 
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Virtue ! rejoin'd the fnecring bird. 
Where did you learn that gothick word i 
Since I was hatch'd I never heard 
That virtue was at all rever'd. 
But fay it was the antients' claim> 
Yet modems difavow the name. 
Unlefs, my dear, you read romances, 
I cannot reconcile your fancies* 
Virtue in fairy tales is feen 
To play the goddefs, or the queen ; 
But what's a queen without the powV, 
Or beauty, child, without a dow'r ? 
Yet this is all that virtue brags ; 
At beft 'tis only worth in rags. 
Such whims my very heart derides. 
Indeed you make me burft my fides* 
Truft me, Mifs Bee — to fpeak the truth, 
I've copied man from earlieft youth ; 
The fame our tafte, the fame our fchool, 
Paffion and appetite our rule ; 
And call me Bird, or call me finner, 
I'll ne'er forego my fport or dinner. 

B 4 A prowling 
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A prowling Cat the mifcreant fpics. 
And wide expands her amber eyes. 
Near and more near Grimalkin draws. 
She wags her tail, protends her paws ; 
Then fpringing on her thoughtlefs prey. 
She bore the vicious bird away. 

Thus in her cruelty and pride. 
The wicked, wanton Sparrow d/d. 



7T?at true Virtue conftfts in ASiioriy and not in Specu^ 
lation. 

FABLE IL 
The Scholar and the Cat. 

T ABOUR entitles man to cat, 
•■^ The idle have no claim to meat. 
This rule muft every ftation fit, 
Bccaufe 'tis drawn from facred writ. 
And yet, to feed on fuch condition, 
Almoft amounts to prohibition. 
Rome's pricfthood wou'd be doomM, I fear, 
I'o eat foup maigrc all the year. 

And 
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And wou'd not Oxford's cloifterM fon 
By this hard ftatute be undone ? 
In truth, your poet, were he fed 
No oft'ner than he earns his bread. 
The vengeance of this law wou'd feel. 
And often go without a meal. 

It feem'd a Scholar and his Cat 
Together joih'd in focial chat. 
When thus the letter'd youth began— 
Of what vaft confequence is man ! 
Lords of this nether globe we ihinei 
Our tenure's held by right divine. 
Here independence waves its plea. 
All creatures bow the vai&l knee. 
Nor earth alone can bound our reign, 
Ours is the empire of the main. 

True — man's a fovereign prince— but iky, 
What art fuftains the monarch's fway. 
Say from what iburce we fetch fupplies, 
'Tis here the grand enquiry lies. 
Strength is not man's — for ftrength muft fuit 
Beft with the ftrufture of a brute. 

Nor 
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Nor craft nor cunning can fuffice, 
A fox might then difpute the prize. 
Tq God-like Reafon 'tis we owe 
Our ball and fceptre here below. 

Now your affociate next explains 
To whom precedence appertains. 
And fare 'tis cafy to divine 
The kaders of this royal line. 
Note that all tradefmen I atteft 
But petty princes at die beft. 
Superior excellence you'll find 
In thofe, who cultivate the mind. 
Hence heads of colleges, you'll own, 
Tranfcend th' affeffors of a throne. 
Say, Evans, have you any doubt? 
You can't ofFcnd by fpeaking out. 

With vifagc placid and fcdate, 
Pufs thus addrefs'd her learned mate. 

We're told that none in Nature's plan 
Difputes pre-eminence with man. 
But this is flill a dubious cafe 
To me, and all our purring race. 



Wc 
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We grant indeed td partial eyes 
Men may appear fupremely wife. 
But our fagacious rabbies hold. 
That all which glitters is not gold. 
Pray, if your haughty claims be truc^ 
Why are our manners ap'd by you? 
Whene'er you think, all Cats agree, 
You (hut your optics, juft as we. 
Pray, why like Cats fo wrapt in thought) 
If you by Cats were never taught f 
But know, our tabby fchools maintain 
Worth is not centered in the brain. 
Not that our fcges thought defpife— • 
No— but in aSion virtue lies. , 
We find it by experience fad. 
That thought muft ripen into aflj 
Or Cat no real fame acquires. 
But virtue in the bud expires. 
This point your orchard can decide— 
Obferve its gay autumnal pride. 
For trees are held in high repute, 
^ot for their bloffoms, but their fruit 

If 
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If fo, then Millar's page decrees 
Mere Scholars to be barren trees. 
But if thefe various rcafons fail, 
Let my example once prevail. 

When to your chamber you repair. 
Your property employs my care. 
And vsrhile you fink in fweet repofe, 
My faithful eyelids never clofe. 
When hunger prompts the moufe to ftcal. 
Then I difplay my honeft zeal ; 
True to my charge, thefe talons feize 
The wretch, who dares purloin your cheefe. 
Or fhould the thief aflault your bread, 
I ftrike the audacious felon dead. 

Nor fay I fpring at fmaller game— 
My prowefe flaughter'd rats proclaim^ 
I'm told, your generals often fly. 
When danger, and when death arc nigh* 
Nay, when nor death nor danger's near. 
As your court-martials make appear. 
When in your fervice we engage, 
We brave the pilfering villain's ragej 

Ne'er 
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Ne'er take advantage of the night, 
To meditate inglorious flight ; 
But ftand refolv'd, when foes defy, 
To conquer, or to bravely die. 

Hence, Bookworm, learn our duty here 
Is aftive life in every fphere. 
Know too, there's fcarce a brute but can 
InftruiSl vain fupercilioiis man. 



That our Fortitude and Perfeverance Jhould he pro^ 
portionate to the Degree and Duration of our Suf- 
ferings, 

FABLE m. 

Neptune and the Mariners. 

XT THEN fore calamities we feel, 

^ ^ And forrow treads on forrow's heel. 
Our courage and our ftrength, vve fay. 
Are infufficient for the day. 
Thus man's a poor dejefted elf, 
Who fain would run away from felf. 

Yet 
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Yet turn to Germanyj you'll find 

An Atlas of a human mind ! 

But here I deviate from my plan. 

For Pruflia's king is more than man \ 

Inferior beings fuit my rhime> 

My fcheme, my genius, and my time ; 

Men, birds, and beafts^ with now and theft 

A pagan god, to grace my pen. 

A vefTel bound for India's coaft. 
The merchants confidence and boad. 
Puts forth to fea— the gentle deep 
Beipeaks its boifterous god afleep. 
Three chearful fhouts the (ailors gave. 
And zephyrs curl the (hining wave. 
A halcyon fky prevails awhile. 
The tritons and the nereids fmile. 
Thefe omens faireft hopes imprefi. 
And half infiire the George fuccefs. 

What cafual ills thefe hopes deftroy ! 
To change how fubjeft every joy ! 
When dangers moft remote appear. 
Experience proves thofe dangers near. 
5 
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Thus, boaft of health whene'er you pleafc. 
Health is next neighbour to difeafe* 
'Tis prudence to fufpe£l a foe. 
And fortitude to meet the blow. 
In wifdom's rank he ftands the firft, 
Who ftands prepared to meet the worft. 

For lo! unnumber'd clouds arife^ 
The fable legions fpread the ikies* 
The ftorm around the vefTel raves. 
The deep difplays a thouiand graves. 
With a£live hands and fearlefs hearts 
The failors play their various parts ; 
They ply the pumps, they furl the fails. 
Yet nought their diligence avails. 
The tempeft thickens every houK, 
And mocks the feats of human pow'r. 

The failors now their fate deplore, 
Eftrang'd to every fear before. 
With wild furprife their eye-balls glare. 
Their honeft breafts admit defpaie. 
All further efforts they decline, 
At once all future hopes refign ; 

Aavl 
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And thus abandoning their fkill. 

They give the fliip to drive at will. 
Strait enter'd with majeftic grace, 

A form of more than human race. 

The god an azure mantle wore. 

His hand a forked fceptre bore ; 

When thus the monarch of the main- 
How dare you deem your labours vain? 

Shall man exert himfelf the lefs, 

Becaufe fuperior dangers prefs I 

How can I think your hearts (incere, 

Unlefe you bravely perfevere ? 

Know, mortals, that when perils rife. 

Perils enhance the glorious prize. 

But, who deferts himfelf, fhall be 

Deferted by the gods and me. 

Hence to your charge, and do your beft. 

My trident fhall do all the reft. 
The mariners their tafk renew. 

All to their deftin'd province flew. 

The winds are hufh'd — the fea fubfides. 

The gallant George in fefety rides. 

3 77 
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The Folly of pajpng a hajly and derogatory Judgment 
upon the noxious Animals of the Creation. 

FABLE IV. 
The Beau and the Viper* 

A LL wife philofophers maintain 
^^- Nature created nought in vain. 
Yet fome with fupercilious brow. 
Deny the truth allerted now. 
What if I fhew that only man, 
Appears defective in the plan ! 
Say, will the fceptic lay afide 
His iheers, his arrogance, and pride i 

A Beau, imported frefh from France, 
Whofe ftudy was to drefs and dance $ 
Who had betimes, in Gallia- s fchool, 
Grafted the coxcomb on the fool; 
Approach'd a wood one fummer's day^ 
To fcreen him from the fcorching ray. 
And as he traversM fliro' the grove^ 
Scheming of gallantry and love^ 
Voju L C A Viper's 
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A Viper's fpiry folds were fcen, 
Sparkling with ztwre^ gold, and green ; 
The Beau indigrtanti weak, and proud. 
With tranfport thus exclaim'd aloud :— 

Avaunt, detefted fiend of night ! 
Thou torture to the human fight f 
To every reptile a difgrace, 
And fiital to our god-like race. 
Why were fuch cfeatures form'd as you, 
Unlefs to prove my doctrine true ; 
That when we view this nether fphere. 
Nor wiidom nor defign appear i 

The Serpent raisM his angry creft. 
An honeft teal inflamM his breaft. 
His hiifings ftruck the fopling's ear. 
And (hook hit vtry foul with fear. 
Inglorious wretch I the Viper cries. 
How dare you broach infernal lies I 
h there, ih all creation's chain, 
A link fo worthlefs and fo vain ? 
Grant that your drefs were truly thine. 
How can your gold compare with mine ? 
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Your vefttaents ^re of gsuter h^c^ 
Mine boaft a fix fuperior blue. 

You ftyle me Reptile in contempt^ 
You are that very reptile meant ; 
A two-legg'd thing which crawls on eartfi. 
Void of utility and worth. 

You call me fatal to your race- 
Was ever charge fo Me and bafe ? 
You can't in all your annals find. 
That unprovok'd we hurt nianlcind» 
Uninjur'd men in mifchief deal^ 
We only bite the hoftile h^elk 

Do not we yield our lives to feed. 
And fave your vile diftcmpcr*d bi:eed ? 
When kprofy pollutes ypwr ygins. 
Do not we purge the IpAthfonpieri^ains I 
When riot and exc.efs prevail. 
And health, and ftre^gth, and fpjritsfail^ 
Do£tors from us. their aid derive^ 
Hence penitential rakes. revive* 
We bleed to nv^e t}ic caitiffs dine,* 
Or drown- to medicate t)beir wine. 

• Upon fomc occafiont Vipers are drefledy a^pd fcrved to 
Uble as eels. C i You 
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You aft, my poifon to what end ? 
Minute philofophef, attend. 

Naturcj munificent and wife, 
To all our wants adapts fupplies. 
Our frames are fitted to our need, 
Hence greyhounds are endu'd with fpeed. 
Lions by force their prey fubdue, 
By force maintain their empire loo : 
But power, altho' the lion's fiime, 
Was never known the Viper's claim. 
Obferve, when I unroll my length — 
Say, is my ftrudhire form*d for ftrength ? 
Doth not celerity imply 
Or legs to run, or wings to fly ? 
My jaws are conftituted weak, 
Hence poifon lurks behind my cheek. 
As lightning quick my fangs convey 
This liquid to my wounded prey. 
The venom thus infures my bite. 
For wounds preclude the vi^Hm's flight. 

But why this deadly juice, you cry. 
To make the wretched captive die ? 

5 • ' Wh 
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Why not poffefs'd of ftronger jaws, 
Or arm*d like favage brutes with claws ? 

Can fuch weak arguments (lerfuade? 
Afk rather, why were Vipers made ? 
To me my poifon's more than wealth. 
And to ungrateful mortals health* 
In this benevolent defign 
My various organs all combine. 
Strike out the poifon from my frame, 
My fyftem were no more the fame. 
I then ihould want my comforts due, 
Nay, lofe my trery being too. 
And you'd, as do6lors all agree, 
A fovereign medicine lofe in me. 

Now learn, 'tis arrogance in man. 
To cenfure what he cannot fcan. 
Nor dare to charge God's works with ill, 
Since Vipers kind defigns fulfil : 
But give injurious fcruples o*er. 
Be flill, be humble, and adore. 



C 3 That 
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That Happhttfi is much tnon equally diftributedy thi 
the Generality of Mankind are apprized of 

F A 6 L E V. 
The Snail and the Gardener. 

T T THEN fons of fortune ride on high, 
^ ^ How do we point the admiring e^ I 

With foolifh face of wonder gaze, 

And often covet what we praife. 

How do we partial Nature chide^ 

As deaf to every fon befidc ! 

Or cenfure the miftak^n dame. 

As if her optics were to blame ! 

Thus we deem Nature moft unkind. 

Or what's as bad, we deem her blind. 
But when inferior ranks we fee, 

Who move in humbler fpheres than we; 

Men by comparifons are taught. 

Nature is not fo much in &ult. 

Yet mark my tale— the poet's pen 

;Shall vindicate her ways to men. 

With: 
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Within a garden, fiu: from tDiKn» 
There dwelt a Snail of high renown 1 
Who, by tradition as appears. 
Had been a tenant federal years. 
She fpent her youth in wiidom's page—* 
Hence honourM and revered in age* 
Do Snails at any time contend, 
Infult a neighbour, or a friend ; 
Dilute their property, and (hare. 
Or in a cherryc, or a pear ? 
No lord chief juftice, al} agrees 
So able, and k> juft as ibe I 
Whichever way thfur caufes wept, 
All parties came away content. 
At length (be f&und herfelf decay. 
Death fent meqa^ntos every day. 
Her drooping ftrength fuftains no more 
The fheU, which o^ h^ back ft^ bore. 
The eye ha4 loft its yifual art. 
The heavy ear refiis'd its part} 
The teeth perfoi^n'd their office ill. 
And every member fitil'd her wilL 

C 4 But 
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But no defefb in mind>appear, 
. Her intelleAs are ftrong and clear. 
Thus when his glorious courfe is run. 
How brightly flunes die fetdng fun I 

The news thro' all die garden fpread, 
The neighbours throng'd about her bed; 
Chearful fhe raisM her voice aloud, 
And thus addrefsM the weeping crowd 

My friends, Vm haft'ning to the graven 
And know, nor plum, nor peach can ikve» 
Yes, to thole maxifions go I^muft^ 
Where our good fathers deep in duft* 
Nor am I backward to explore 
That gloomy vale they trod before. 
'Gainft fate's decree what can I fay ) 
Like other Sn^s I've had my day. 
Full many fummer funs I'^ve feen. 
And now die grateful and ferene* 

If men the higher pow'rs arraig-n. 
Shall we adopt the plaintive ftrain i 
Nature, profufe to us and ours. 
Hath kindly built thefe ftately towers j 

Where, 
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Where, when the Ikies in night are dreft, 
Secure from every ill we reft. 
Survey our curious ftiufture well- 
How firm, and yet how light our fhell ! 
Our refuge, when cold ftorms invade, 
And in the dog-days' heat our fliade. 

Thus when we fee a fleeter race, 
We'll not lament our languid pace. 
Do dangers rife, or foes withftand ? 
Are not our caftles clofe at hand ? 
For let a Snail at diftance roam, 
The happy Snail is ftill at home. 

Survey our gardens bleft retreats— 
Oh ! what a paradife of fweets ! 
With what variety it's ftor'dJ 
Unnumber'd dainties fpread our board. 
The plums aflTume their glofly blue. 
And cheeks of neftarines glow for you ; 
Peaches their lovely blufh betray, 
And apricots their gold difplay; 
While for your beverage, when you dine, 
There flrc^ms the neftar of the yine. 

Be 



a6 FABLE V. 

Be not my dying words forgot j 
Depart, contented with your lot ; 
Reprefs complaints when they begin. 
Ingratitude's a crying fin. 
And hold it for a truth, that we 
Are quite as bleft as Snails fhould be. 

The Gardener hears with great furprifc 
This fage difcourfe, and thus he cries-— 
Oh ! what a thanklefs wretch am I, 
Who pafs ten thoufand favours by ! 
I blame, whene'er the linnet fings. 
My want of fong, or want of wings. 
The piercing hawk, with towering flight. 
Reminds me of deficient fight. 
And when the generous fteed I view, 
Is not his ftrength my envy too ? 
I thus at birds and beafts repine. 
And wifh their various talents mine. 
Fool as I am, who cannot fee 
Reafon is more than all to me. 

My landlord boafts a large eftate, 
Rides in his coach, and eats in plate. 

What 
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What ! fhall thefe lures bewitch my eye ? 
Shall they extort the murmuring figh f 
Say, he enjoys fuperior wealth- 
Is not my better portion, health ? 
Before the fun has gik the fkies. 
Returning labour bids me rMe ; 
Obedient to the hunter's horn, 
He quits his couch at early mom. 
By want compell'd, I dig the foil, 
His is a voluntary toil. 
For truth it is, fince Adam's fall. 
His fons muft labour, one and all. 
No man's exempted by his purfe, 
Kings are included in the curfe. 
Wou'd monarchs relifh what they eat ? 
'Tis toil that makes the manchet fwcet; 
Nature enafts, before they're fed. 
That prince and pea£uit earn their bread. 

Hence wifdom and experience (how. 
That blifs in equal currents flow; 
That happinefs is ftill the &me, 
Jlow'cr ingredients change their name. 

Nor 
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Nor dodi' this theme our fearch defy, 
'Tis level to the human eye. 
Diftindlions, introduc'd by men. 
Bewilder, and obfcure oar ken. 
ril ftore thcfe leflTons in my heart. 
And cbearful z& my proper part. 
If forrows rife, as forrows will, 
ril ftand refignM to every ill; 
Convinc'd, that wifely every pack 
Is fuited to the bearer's back. 



That thf Complaints of Mankind^ againji tbeir feve^' 
ral Stations and Provinces in Life^ are ofienfri' 
vdousy and always unwarrantable. 

FABLE VL 
The Farmer and the Horse. 

*' TTlIS a vain world, and all things fhow i^ 

-■• "I thought fo once, but now I know it ♦.** 
Ah ! Gay ! is thy poetic page 
The child of difappointed age ? 
» Gay's Epitaph. 

Talk 
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Talk not of threcfcore years and ten, 
For what avails our knowledge then ? 

But grant, that this experienc'd truth 
Were afcertainM in early youth 5 
Reader, what benefit would flow ? 
I vow, I'm at a lofs to know. 
The world alarms the human bread, 
Becaufe in favage colours dreft. 
'Tis treated with inveftive ftyle. 
And ftands impeached of fraud and guile. 
All in this heavy charge agree- 
But who's in fault — the world, or we ? ^ 
The queftion's ferious^ (hort, and clear. 
The anfwer claims our patient ear. 
YeC if this office you decline— 
With all my heart-— the tafk be mine. 
I'm certain, if I do my beft. 
Your candour will excufe the reft. 

A Farmer, with a penfive brow. 
One morn accompany'd his plow. 
The larks their chearful matins fung. 
The woods with anfwering muiic rung ; 

The 
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The fun difplay'd his golden cay. 
And Nature heSL'd Ac rifing day. 
But ftiU the peasant all the wbik 
Rcfus'd to join the general fmiie* 
He, like his fathers long before, 
Refembled much the Jews of yoce ; 
Whofe murmurs ioipious, weak, and vs^n. 
Nor quails nor manna coold reftrain. 

Did accidental deardi prevail ? 
How prone to tell his .piteous tale ! 
Pregnant with jays did plenty riie ? 
How prone to blame indulgent ikies { 
Thus ever ready to complain. 
For plenty ilnks the price of grain. 

At length he-ip^e :— -Ye powers divine^ 
Was ever .lot {b hard as jnine ? 
From infant life an.arrant flave, 
Clofe to the ccKifines .of die grave. 
Have not I fbUowM my en^loy 
Near threefcore winters, man and boy? 
But jdnce I caU!d this &nn my own. 
What fceHe6a)£ibriow.bayjB.Lknowft ! 
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Alas ! if all the truth were told. 
Hath net the rot impairM my dAd ? 
Hath not the meafles feizM my fwine ? 
Hath not the murrain flain my kiiiie ? 
Or fey that horfes fee my thef»e, 
Hath not the ftdggers thirniM my team ? 
Have not a^oufand ills befide 
DeprivM my ftable of its pride ? 

When I furvcy my lands around, 
Wliat thorns and thfiUes ipread my rgrouad ! 
Doth not the grain my hopes beguile. 
And mildews mock the threfher's toil ? 
However poor the harvefis paft. 
What fo deficient as theJaft ! 
But tbo' nor blafts, nor mildews rife, 
My turnips are deftroy'd by flies ; 
My {heep are pin^'d.to foch degree. 
That not a butcher comes tome. 

Seafons are changM from what dvey were, 
And hence too fbul^ or hence too^fair. 
Now fcordiii>g heat and drought annoy) 
And now returaLag ihowers. deftroy. 

Tbu$ 
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Thus have I pafs'd my better years 
'Midft di&i^xnntnients, cares, and tears; 
And now, when I compute my gams. 
What have I reap'd for all my pains i 

Oh ! had I known in manhood's prime 
Thefe flow convictions wrought by time i 
Would I have brav'd the various woes 
Of fummer fuiis, and winter fnows i 
Would I have tempted every (ky^ 
So wet, (o windy, or fo dry ? 
With all the elements at ftrife ? 
Ah ! no— I then had plann'd a life. 
Where wealth attends the middle ftage. 
And reft and comfort wait on age. 
Where rot and murrain ne*er commence. 
Nor paftures bum at my expcnce ; 
Nor injur'd cows their wants bewail. 
Nor dairies mourn the milklefs pail *, 
Nor bams lament the blafted grain, 
Nor cattle curfe the barren plain. 

Dun hobbled by his mafter's fide. 
And thus the fober hrate reply'd ;«- 
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Look thro' your team, and where's the fteed 
Who dares difpute with me his breed ? 
Few horfes trace their lineage higher, 
Godolphin's Arab was my fire ; 
My dam was fprung from Panton's ftud, 
My grandam boafted Childers' blood. 
But ah ! it now avails me not 
By what illuftrious chief begot ! 
Spavins pay no regard to birth, 
And failing vifion fmks my worth. 
The Squire, when he difgufted grew. 
Transferred his property to you. 
And fmce poor Dun " became your own, 
,*^" What fcenes of forrow have I known !" 
Hath it not been my conftant toil 
To drag the plow, and turn the foil ? 
Are not my bleeding (boulders wrung 
By large and weighty loads of dung 1 
When the fhorn meadows claim your qu^. 
And fragrant cocks perfume the air ; 
When Ceres' ripen'd fruits abound, 
And Plenty waves her (heaves around ; 

Vol. L D True 
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True t6 thy coUar, home I bear 
The treafures of the fruitful year. 
And the' this drttdgery be mine. 
You never heard mc once repine. 

Yet what re\¥ards have crown'd my days ? 
Vm grudg'd the poor reward of praife. 
For oats fmall gratitude I oWe, 
Beans were untafied joys, you know* 
And now I'm haft'ning to my end, 
Paft fervices can find no friend. 
Infirmities, difeafe, and age^ 
Provoke my furly driver's rage. 
Look to my wounded flanks, you'll fee 
No horfe was ever us'd like me. 

But now I eat my meals with pain, 
Averfe to nlaflieate the grain. 
Hence you dixeSty at night and morn, 
That chafF accompany my corh j 
For httfks^ altho' my teeth be fisw. 
Force my reluftant jaws to chew. 
What then ? of life {hall I cJbmplain, 
And call it fl«etirtg) Md^ and vain ? 

Againft 
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Againft the world fhall I inveigh, 
Becaufe my grinders now decay i 

You think it were the wifer plan^ 
Had I conforted ne'er with man ; 
Had I my Kberty maintained. 
Or liberty by flight regain'd. 
And rang'd o'er diftant hills and dales 
• With the wild forefters of Wales. 
Grant I fucceeded to my mind— • 
Is happinefs to hills confin'd ? 
Don't famine oft ereft her throne 
Upon the nigged mountain's ftonA I 
And don't the lower paftures bilf 
When ihows defcending didce the vale ? 
Or who fo hardy to declare 
Difeafe and death ne'er enter there ? 
Do pains or ficknefs here invade I 
Man tenders me his chearfril aid* 
For who beholds; his hungry beafl^ 
But grants him fome fupply at leaft i 
Int'reft fhall prompt him to pUrfue 
What inclination would not do* 

D 2 S«<J^ 
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Sar, faii I beta &: Mafs fad. 
jThro* iHe cSudsg a to iBszi's coetrol » 
Wbzt fsrrice tad I iaos en czr&, 
Or wbo could profit br mr bird: ? 
hlj hack had ne'er Sa&sBn'd dnr vc^st^ 
Mj dieft ne*er knovn thy 'n^gta iV fce^^ ; 
But DOW mr iereral powexs mmbinc 
To anfwer Nature's ends and thine. 
I*m ufefiil thus in ctctt view^- 
Oh ! could I faj the bmt of joa ! 

Superior e\'ils had enfii'd. 
With prefcience had I been endued. 
Ills, tho' at diflance (cen, deftro)r« 
Or ficken every pre&nt joy. 
We rdifh every new ddi^t, 
When fiiture griefs dude our fight. 
To blindneft then wbn dianks are due ! 
It makes each fin^e comfort twa 
The cdty unknown to pain and toil. 
Anticipates tomorrow's finile. 
Yon lamb enjoys the prefent hour, 
As ftranger to the butcher's power. 

Your's 
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Your's is a wild Utopian fcheme, 
A boy would blulh to own your dream. 
Be your profeffion what it will. 
No province is exempt from ill. 
Quite from the cottage to the throne^ 
Stations have forrows of their own. 
Why fhould a pea&nt then explore 
What longer heads ne'er found before ? 
Go, preach my doftrine to your fon. 
By your's, the lad would be undone. 
But whether he regards or not. 
Your leSure would be foon forgot. 
The hopes which guird the parent's breajft. 
Ere long will make his fon their jeft. 
Tho' now thefe cobweb cheats jrou fpum. 
Yet every man's a dupe in turn. 
And wifely fo ordain'd, indeed, 
{ Whate'er philofophers may plead). 
Elfe life woidd ftagnate at its fource. 
And Man, and Horfe decline the courfe. 

Then bid young Ralpho never mind it. 
But take the world as he fhall find it. 

D 3 TALES. 
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^ONSULT the Moralift, joiill find 
^^ That educi)d(m fiorms the mind. 
But education ne'er fiippl/d 
What ruling nature hath denjr'd. 
If you*U the following page purfue. 
My tale fhall prove diis dodrine true. 

Since to the mufe all brutes hdongi 
The Lamb fliall uflier in my ibng; 
Whofe fhowy fleece adom'd her Ikin^ • 
Emblem of native white widiin. 
Meeknefs and love pofleis'd her foul. 
And innocence had crown*d die whole. 

It chanc'd, in (ome unguarded hour, 
(Ah ! purity, precarious flower ! 
Let maidens of the prefent age 
Tremble, when diey perufe my page.) 
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It chanc'd upoqi a Ji*qfciefe day. 
The litde wwxofij fi^lji of jday, 
Rejoic'd a ihymy hwk to g^n. 
But fliort the triumphs of her reign 1 
The treachcrovis flopes her fete fpreiteiJa 
And foon the pretty frifl^ felK 
Beneath, a -dirty ditch i«ipi^s'4 
Its mire upon her ijpotleis vfift. 
What greater ill coji'd kis^b <)eride, 
The butd^er's harfe^spu? kftife bejSd? ? 

The fhepberd, wounded widi her cries. 
Strait to the bleating fi>fFerer flies. 
The lambkin in his arms he took. 
And bore her to a neighbouring brook. 
The filver ftreams her wod f efi«'d. 
Her fleece in virgin whitenef^ ihia*cl. 

Cleans'd from pollution's every ftain, 
She join'd her fellows on the plain; 
And faw afar the (linking fhore, 
But ne'er approach'd thofe dangers more, 
ihe {hepherd blefs'd the kind event. 
And view'd his flock with fweet content, 

D 4 Tq 
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To market next he (hapM his way. 
And bought provifions for the day. 
But made, for winter's rich fupply, 
A purchafe from a farmer's fty. 
The children round their parent crowd. 
And teftify their mirth aloud. 
They (aw the ftranger with furprife. 
And all admir'd his little eyes. 
Familiar grown he (harM dieir joys, 
Shar'd too the porridge widi the boys. 
The females o'er his drefe prefide. 
They wafh his face and fcour his hide* 
But daily more a Swine he grew. 
For all thefe houfewives e'er could do. 

Hence let my youdiful reader know. 
That once a hog, and always fo. 



Dba' 
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Death and th4!, Rake. 

A Dutch Tak. 

T T THEN pleafures court the human hearty 

^ ^ Oh ! 'tis relu<Sfauit work to part 
Are we with griefs and pains opprcfs*d ? 
Woe (ays that Death's a welcome gueft ? 
Tho' fure to cure our evils all, 
He's the laft doSor we wou'd call. 
We think, if he arrives at morn, 
'Tis hard to die, as foon as born. 
Or if the conqueror invade. 
When life projects the evening (hade, 
Do we not meditate delay. 
And ftill requeft a longer flay? 
We fhift our homes, we change the air. 
And double, like the hunted hare. 
Thus be it morn, or night, or noon. 
Come when he will, he comes too foon ! 

You 
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Vou wifli my fubje£l I wou*d wave. 
The preface is fo very grave. 
Come then, my friend, I'll change my ftyle. 
And couch infl;ru£tion with a fmtle. 
But promife, ere I tell my tale, 
« The ferious moral (hall prevaiL 

Vanbruin dy'd — his fon, weVe told. 
Succeeded to his father's gold. 
Flufli'd with bis wealth, the thougbtleis Made 
Defp'fs'd frugality, and trade ; 
Left Amfterdara with eager hafte, 
Drefs, and the Hague, engrofi'd his tafte. 

Ere long his paiSon changed its fhape. 
He grew enamoured with the grape. 
Frequented much a houfc rf cheer, 
Juft like our fools of fortune here; 
With fots and harlots fond to join. 
And revel o*er his midnight wine. 

Once on a time the bowls had flow'd. 
Quite till the morning cock had crow'd. 
When Death, at tvtxy hour aw^kfr. 
Entered the room, aiid clainir'd the rake. 

The 
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The youth's complexion fpoke his fears, 
Soft ftole adown his cheek the tears* 
At length the anguifh of his breaft 
With fault'ring tongue he thus exprefs'd. 

ThoU king of terrors, hear my prayer. 
And condefcend for once to fpare. 
Let me thy clemency engage, 
New to the world, and green in age. 
When life no pleafures can difpenfe, 
Qr pleafures pall upon the fenfe; 
When the eye feels departing fight, 
And rolls its orb in vain for light; 
When mufic's joys no longer cheer 
The fick'ning heart, or heavy earj 
Or when my aching limbs forbear, 
In fprightly balls to join the fair ; 
I'll not repeat my fait to Death, 
But chearfully refign my breath. 

Done, fays the monarch — ^be it fo i 
Obferve — ^you promife then to go ! 

What &vour fuch protracted date 
From the ftern minifter of fate ! 

5 Your 
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Your wonder will be greater foon. 
To hear the wretch perverts the bpon* 
Who, during years beyond a fcore. 
Ne'er thought upon his protnife more ! 

But were thcfe terms by Death forgot i 
Ah I no— again he feelcs the fot. 
The wretch was in the tavern found. 
With a few gouty friends around, 
Dropfy had feiz'd his legs and thighs, 
Paify his handjs and rheum his eyes. 
When thus the king — Intemperate elf, 
'['has, by debauch, to dupe yourfelf. 
What ! are my terrors fpurn'd by thee ! 
Tlvou fool ! to trifle thus with me ! 
You afk'd before for length of days. 
Only to riot varkms ways. 
What were thy pleas but then a iheer ? 
ill now retort with jeft fevere. 

Read this finall print, the monarch cries— 
You mock me, fir, the man replies, 
1 fcarce could read when in my prime. 
And now my fight's impair'd by time. 

Sure 
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Sure you confider not my age— - 
I can't difcern a fingle page. 
And when my friends the bottle pafs^ 
I fcarce can fee to fill my glafs* 

Here, take this nut, obferve it weU-— •^ 
'Tis my command you crack tfee flidl. 

How can fuch orders be obey'd ? 
My grinders, fir, are quite* decay' A 
My teeth can fcarce divide my bread> 
And not a found one in my head ! 

But Death, who more farcaftic grew, 
Difclos'd a violin to view; 
Then loud he call'd, Old Boy, advance. 
Stretch out your legs, and lead the dance. 

The man rejoin'd— When age furrounds, 
How can the ear diflinguifh founds ?. 
Are not my limbs unwieldy grown ? 
Are not my feet as cold as ftone ? 
Dear fir, take pity on my ftate — ' 
My legs can fcarce fupport my weight ! 

Death drops the quaint, infulting joke, 
And meditates die fatal ftroke. 



46 TALES. 

AfTuming all his terrors now, 

He fpcaks with anger on his brow. 

Is thus my lenity abused, ^ 

And dare you hope to ftand cxcus'd ? 
Yoif^ve fpent your time, that pearl of price ! 
To the detefted ends of vice. 
Purchased your fliort-liv'd pleafures dcar^ 
And feal'd your own deftruftion here. . 
Inflam'd your reckoning too above, 
By midnight bowls, and lawlefs love. 
Warning, you know, I gave betimes— 
Now go, and anfwer for your crimes. 

Oh ! my good lord, reprefs the blow— 
I am not yet prepared to go. 
And let it, fir^ be further told, 
That not a neighbour thinks me old. 
My hairs are now but turning grey^ 
I am not fixty, fir, till May. 
Grant me the common date of men,' 

a 

I a(k but threefcore years and ten. 

Dar'ft thou, prevaricating knave, 
Infult the monarch of the grave i 

t Gjknm 
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I claim thy folemn contradt paft— * 
Wherefore this moment is thy laft. 

Thus having (aid, he fpeeds his dart. 
And cleaves the hoary dotard's heart 



The fecond Ode of the fecond Book of Hokaqk. 
Infcribed to T. V. Efq. 

TTNEAR youth, to hoarded wealth a foe, 
•*^^ Riches with faded luftre glow; 
Yes, dim the treafures of the mine, 
Unlefs with temperate ufe they (hine. 
This ftamps a value cx^ the gold, 
So Proculeius thought of old. 

Soon as this generous Roman faw 
His father's foAs profcrib'd by law, 
The knight difcharg'd a parent's part. 
They (har'd hi^ fortune and his heart. 
Hence ftands confign'd a brother's name 
To immortality and fame. 

Wou'd 
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Wou'd you true empire afcertain ? 
Curb all inunoderate luft of gain. 
This is the beft ambition known, 
A greater conqueft than a throne. 
For know, (hould Avarice controul, 
Farewell the triumphs of the fouL 

This is a dropfy of the mind, 
Refembling the corporeal kind ; 
For who with this difeafe are curft. 
The more they drink, the more they thirft. 
Indulgence feeds their bloated veins. 
And pale-ey'd, fighing languor reigns. 

Virtue, who differs from the crowd, 
Rejedls the covetous and proud; 
Difdains the wild ambitious breaft^, 
And fcorns to call a monarch bleft j 
Labours to refcue truth and fenfe 
From fpecious founds, and vain pretence. 



Virtue 
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Virtue to that diftinguifh'd few, 
Gives royalty, and conqueft too ^ 
That wife minority, who own, 
And pay their tribute to her throne ; 
Who view with undefiring eyes. 
And fpurn that wealth which mifers prize. 



The Tenth Ode of the fecond Book. 

"^T TOU'D you, my friend, true Mils obtain? 
^ ^ Nor prefs the coaft, nor tempt the main. 
In open Teas loud tempefts roar, 
And treacherous rocks begirt the ihore. 

Hatred to all extremes is feen. 

In thofe who love the golden mean* * 

They nor in palaces rejoice. 

Nor is the fordid cot their choice* 

Vol. I. E The 
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The middle ftate of life is befti 
Exalted ftadons find no reft; 
Storms (hake th' afpiring pine, and towefy 
And mountains feel the thunder's power. 

The mind preparM for each event. 
In every ftate maintains content. 
She hopes the beft, when ftorms prev^. 
Nor trufts too far the prolperous gale. 

Shou'd time returning winters bring. 
Returning winter yields to Ipring. 
Shou'd darknefs (hroud the prefent fides. 
Hereafter brighter funs fh^ rife. 

When Pxan (hoots his fiery darts, 
Djjeafe and death transfix our hearts ; 
But oft the God withholds his bow. 
In pity to the race below* 



When 
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When cloud$ the angry heavens defoHn, 
Be ftrong, and brave the fwelling ftorm j 
Amidft prolperity*s full gales 
Be humble, and contra<% your iail$| 



E 2 EPITAPHS^ 



r Sa 1 ^ 
EPITAPHS. 



READER, approach my um— -thou need'ft'iio 
fear 
Th* extorted promlfe of one plaintive tear. 
To mourn thy unknown friend— From mc thou'l 

learn 
More than a Plato taught— the grand concern 
Of mortals !— Wrapt in penfive thought, furvey 
This litde freehold of unthinking clay. 
And know thy end ! 

Tho* young, tho* gay, this fcene of death explore, 
Alas! the young, the gay is now no more ! 



o 



On Robert Clavering, }A. B, 

^H ^come, who know the childlefs parent's iigh. 
The bleeding bofom, and the ftreaming eye i 
ftdi the wounds a dying friend imparts, 
die laft pang divides t\vo focial hearts. 

. . f . This 
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This weeping marble claims the generous tear. 
Here lies the friend, the fon, and all that's dear. 

He fell fiill-bloffpm'd in the^ride of youth. 
The nobler pride of fcience, worth, and truth. 
Cafan anlf^rene he viewM his moulderihg'clajr, ,• 
Nor fcar'd to go, nor fondly w^M'to ftay. 
And when the king of terrors he defcry'd, 
Kifs'd the ftem mandate, bow'd hi$ head, and dyM. 



On Colonel Gardiner, 
IHjo wasjlain in the Battle at PreJIm Pdns^ 1745. 

"T T THILE feinter merit afks the powers of verfe, 
^ ^ Our feithful line (hall Gardiner's worth 
rehearfe. 
The bleeding hero, and the martyrM fiunt, 
Tranlcends the poet's pen, the herald's paint. 
His the beft path to hmt that e'er was trod, 
And furely his a glorious road to God. 

E 3 On 
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On Mr. S X B I. E T) 
Of Studhanu 

TTERE lies a^ hpneft man I without ptetence 
■*■■*• Tp more- than prudence, and to comn 

fenfe; • 
Who knew no vanity, di/guife, nor art^ 
Who fcorn'd all language foreign to the heart. 
DifFufive as the light his bounty fpread, 
CloathM were the naked, and the hungry fed. 

" Thefe be his honours!" honours that difclain 
The blazonM fcutcheon, and the herald's fame ! 
Hoxiours ! which boaft defiance to the grave, 
Where, fpite of Anflis, rots the garter'd knave. 



On a Lady, who had laboured under a Cancer. 

STRANGER, thefe dear remains contain'< 
muid 
As in&nts guilekfs, and as angels kind 

]^pec 
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Ripening for heav*n, by pains and fufferings try*d, . 
To pain fuperior^ and unknown to pride. 
Calm and ferene beneath affliftion's rod, 
Becaufe {he gave her willing heart to God. 
Becauft fhe trufted in her Saviour's pow*r. 
Hence firm and fearlefs in the dying hour ! 

No venal mufe this feithfiil pidhire draws, 
Bleft feint ! defert like yours extorts applaufe. 
Oh ! let a weeping friend difcharge his due. 
His debt to worth, to excellence, and you ! 



E 4 VARIOUS 
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An Invocation of Hafpinefi^ after the Oriental Man* 

ner of Speech. 

I. rr^ELL me, O tbou &ireft among vir^^ns, 
•^ where doft thou lay thy meek contented 
head? 

2t Doft thou dwell upon the mountains ; doft thoa 
make thy couch in the vallies? 

3. In die ftill watches of the night have I diought upon 

my fair-one; yea, in the vifions of the night 
have I purfued thee. 

4. When I awoke, my meditation was upon thee, 

and the day was fpent in fearch after diy em- 
braces. .^ 
5,, Why doft thou flee from me, as the tender hind, 
or die young roe upon the hills ? 

6. Widiout 
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6. Without thy prefence in vain bluihes the rofe, in 

vain glows the ruby, the cinnamon breatheth its 
fragrance in vain. 

7. Shall I make thee a houfe of the rich cedars of 

Lebanon ? (hall I perfume it with all the (pices 
of Arabia ? Wilt thou be tempted with Sabean 
odours, with myrrh, frankincenfe, and aloes ? 

8. Doth, my fair-one delight in palaces-^doth (hic 

gladden the hearts of kings ? The palaces are not 
a meet/efidence for my beloved — the princes of 
the earth are not favoured with the fmiles of her 
countenance. 

9. My £ur-one is meek and humble, (he dwelletl^ 

among the cottages, ihe tehdeth the fheep upon 
die mountains, and lieth down amidft the flocks. 
The lilies of the field are her couch, and th^ 
heavens her canopy. 

10. Her words are fmbother than oil, more powerful 
than wine j her voice is as the voice of the turtle- 
dove. 

IX. Thou crowneft the innocence of the hufband- 
man, and the reward of virtue is with thee. 

' « Turn 
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^ Time and (3>anci happeneth to them all** 
Ecclefiift. ch. ix* vtr . 

READER, if fond of won<fcr and iurprife. 
Behold in me ten thoufand wonders rife 
Should I appear quite partisd to my caufe. 
Shout my own praife, and vindicate appknife | 
Do not arraign my modefty or fenfej 
Nor deem my chara£ter a vain pretence. 
Know then I boaft an origin and date 
Coeval with the fun— without a mate 
An offspring I beget in number more 
Than all the Crowded iands which form the (] 
That inftant they are born> my precious breec 
Ah me ! expire— yet my departed feed 
Enter like fpedb'es, with commiffion'd poweri 
The fecret chan[iber at the midnight hour; 
Pervade alike the palace, and the {hed> 
The ftatefman's clofet, and the ruftic's bed.} 
Serene and fweet, like envoys from the (kieSf 
To all the good, the virtuous, and the wiie; 
S 
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But to the vicious breaft remorfe they bring, 
And bite lilce ferpents, or like fcc^ions ftii^. 

Being and birth to fciences I give, 
By me they riie thro' infancy and live; 
By me meridian excellence difplay, 
And, like autumnal fruits, by me decay. 
When poets, and when painters are no mor^ 
And aH the feuds of rival wits are o'er; 
'Tis mine to fix their merit and their claim, 
I judge their works to darknefs or to fame. 

I am* a monarch, whofe victorious hands 
No craft eludes, no regal power withftands. 
My annals prove fuch mighty conquefts won, 
As ihame the puny feats of Philip's fon. 
But the' a king, I feldom fway alone. 
The goddeft Fortune often (hares my throne. 
The human eye dctefts our blended rule. 
Here we exalt a knave, and there a fool. 
A(k you what powers our fovereign laws obey i 
Creation istnir ampire— we convey 
Sceptres and crowns at will — as we ordain. 
Kings abdicate their thrones, and peaiants reigil* 

Lovers 
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Lovers to us addrefs the fervent prayer; 
Tis ours to foften or fubduc the fair: 
We now like angels fmile, and now deftroy^ 
Now bring, or blaft, the long-expefl:cd joy. 
At our fair fhrine ambitious churchmen bow. 
And crave the mitre to adorn the brow* 
Go to the inns of court — the learned drw^ 
Implores our friendfhip to commence a judge. 
Go> and confult the fons of Warwick Lane ; 
They own our favours, and adore our reign. 
Theirs is the gold, 'tis true — but all men fee 
Our claim is better founded to the fee. 

Reacier> thus fublunary worlds we guide. 
Thus o'er your natal planets we prefidc. 
Kingdoms and kings are ours — to us they fall. 
We cajrve their fortunes, and difpofe of all. 
Nor think that kings alone engrofs our choice. 
The coblcr fits attentive to our voice. 

Bat fmce my colleague is a fickle (he, 
Abjure my colleague, and depend on me. 
Either fhe fees not, or with partial eyes, * 
Either (he grants amifs, or {he denies. 



Bi 
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But, I, who pity thofe that wear her chain, 
Scorn the capricious meadires of her reign ; 
In every gift, and every grace excd, 
And feldom fail their hopes, who ufe me welL 
Yet tho' in me unnunaber'd treafures fliine, 
Superior to the rich Peruvian mine ! 
Tho' men to my indulgence hourly owe 
The choiceft of their comforts here below : 
(For men's beft tenure, as the world agree, 
Is all a perquifite derivM from me) 
Still man's my foe ! ungrateful man, I fay. 
Who meditates my murder every day. 
What various fcenes of death do men prepare ! 
And what afTaffinations plot the fair ! 
But know afiuredly, who treat me ill> 
Who mean to rob me, or who mean to kill ^ 
Who view ixje with q^cold xegardlefs eye. 
And let my fevours pafs unheeded by; 
They (hall lament tixtir folly when toa late ; 
So mourns the prodigal his loft eilate ! 

While they who with fuperior forethought bleft> 
Store all my leiTcns in their faithful hirtaft; 

(For 



6»> VARIOUS PIECES. 

(For where's die prdate^ who can preach like me, 
With equal reafoning, and perfuafive plea,} 
Who know that I am always on my wings. 
And never ftay in compliment to kings; 
Who therefore watch me with an eagle's fig^t, 
Arreft my pinions, or attend my flight; 
Or if perchance they loiterM in the race, 
Chide their flow footfteps, and improve their pace ; 
Yes, thefe are wifdom's fons, and when they die. 
Their virtues ihall exalt diem to the flcy. 



Jh Enigma, infcribed to Mfs P^ 

•^ L O £, I boaft celeftial date, 
^^ Ere time began to roll j 
So wide my power, my fceptre (purn*? 
The limits of die pole. 

When from the myftic womb of night, 

The Almighty call'd the eardi; 
I finil'd upon die iofimt world, 

And grec*d the wondrous birth. 

Thro' 
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Thro' the vaft realms of boundI«Is fpAcey 

I traverfe uncontroird ; 
And ftarry orbs of proudeft blaM 

Infcribc my name in gold* 

There's not a monarch in the north 

But bends the fuppliant knee ; 
The haughty fultan waves his pQvrer^ 

And owns fuperior me. 

Bodi by the favage and the (aint 

My empire ftands confeft | 
I thaw the ice on Greenland's coaft^ 

And (ire the Scythian's breaft* 

To me the gay aerial tribes 

Their glittering {damage owes 
With all the variegated pride 

That decks the feather'd beaUf 



The 
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The meaneft reptiles of the land 

My bounty too partake ; 
I paint the infed's trembling wingi 

And gild the crefted (hake. 

Survey the nations of the deep> 
You'll there my power behold ; 

My pencil drew the pearly fcale. 
And fin bedropt with gold« 

I give the virgin's Up to glow, 

I claim the crimfoh dye ; 
Mine is the rote which fpreads the cheek) 

And mine the brilliant eye. 

« Then fpeak, my iair; for furely thou 
My name canft beft defcry ; 
Who gave to thee with lavifh hands 
What thouiands I deny. 



77 
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The Fireside. 
IrXEAR Cloe^ while the buijr croud, 
-*^ The villi, the wealthy, sUld the proud, 

In foll/s maze advance ; 
Tho* fingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'U ftep aflde. 

Nor join the giddy dance* 

From die gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours emplojrsj 
Ko noify neighbour enters herc^ « 
No intermeddling ftranger neaf. 

To fpoil our heartfelt joys» 

If folid happlncfs we prizfe^ 
Within our breaft this jewel lie^ 

And they are fools whb roam ; 
The world hath nothlilg to befloW, 
From our own felves our blifs muft Aavr^ 

And that dear hut our home» 

Vot* t F OC 
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Of reft WIS No3h*s dov« fcereft^ 
Whea with 'impatieat wi^g ihe lei^ 

That iafe retreat, the ark; 
Giving her vain excurfions ©*cr. 
The difappointed bird cmce more 

Explor'd the facred hark» 

Tho* fools fyiixn {Ijfinen's g^Btie powers. 
We, who improve his golden hours, 

By fweet eigjerifjac^ knoWt 
That marriage,, rightly underftood, 
Gives to the tender and the good, 

A paradife below. 

Our babes fliall richeft ccunforts bring ; 
If tutor'd right they'll prove a Q>ring, 

Whence pleafiires ever rife : 
We'll form their jsiixis with ftudious care, 
To all that's manly, good, and iair. 

And train them for the fkies. 



WW 
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While they otff wifeft h^irs engage^ 
They'll joy our youth, fupport our age. 

And crown our hoaiy hairs ; 
The/ll grow m virtac every day. 
And they our fbndeft loves repay. 

And recompenfe ouf cares* 

No borrowM joys ! die/rp all our ovm^ 
While to die world we live unknowi^ 

Or by the world Rag&t : 
Monarchal we envy not your ftale^ 
We look with pity on Ae Grai^ 

And ble&<mr humble lot* 

Our portion is not large, indeed, 
But then how little do we need^ 

For Nature's calls are few i 
In this the art of livii^ lies, 
To want no mere &an may fy&C9f 

And make that little 4i>. ^ 

r a Well 
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We'll therefore rdifli wiA content^ 
Whatever kind Providence has fent^ , 

Nor aim beyond our power ', 
For, if our ftock be very finally 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lofe the prefent hour* • 

To be refignM i^en il|s betide, 
Patient when favours are 4eny'd» 

And pleasM with favours given ; 
Dear Cloe, this h wifdom's part^ 
This is that incenfe of the heart, 

WKofe fragrance fmells tx> heaven* 

We'll aflc no long^protrafied trcat,^ ■, 
Since winter-life is feldom fweet 5 

But, when our fbaft is o'er, • 
Grateful from table we'll arife. 
Nor grudge our foils, with envioitt eyes> 

The relics of our ftoi£» 



Thuif 
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Thus hand in hand Aro* life we'll go ; 
Its checkered padis of joy and woe 

With cautious fteps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain fcenes without a tear. 
Without a trouble, or a fear. 

And mingle with the dead. 

While confcience, like a faithful friend. 
Shall thro' the gloomy vale attend. 

And cheer oi|r dying breath ; 
Shall, when alj ojher comforts ceafe, 
J-fike a kind angel whifper peace. 

And jGnoodi the bed of de^th^ 



To fame Chii*pren Itflenin^ to a Lark. 

OEE the Lark prunes his active wings, 
*^ Rifes to heaven, and foars, and fuigs. 
His morning hymns, his mid-day lays, 
A^ one continued fong of praiie» 

F3 He 
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He fpeaks his Maker all he can, 

And fhames the filent tongue of man* * 

When the declining orb of light 
. Reminds him of approaching night. 
His warbling vefpers fwell his breaft. 
And as he fings he fmks to reft. 

Shall birds inftrud^ive leiTons teach, 
And we be deaf to what they preach ? 

No, ye dear neftlings of my heart, 
Go, aft the wifer fongfter's part. 
Spurn your warm couch at early dawn, 
And with your God begin the morn* 
To Him your grateftj tribute pay 
Thro' every period of the day. 
To Him your evening fongs direft ; 
His eye fhall watch, his arm prote£^. 
Tho* darknefs reigns. He's with you ftill,- 
Then deep, my babes, and fear no ill. 
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To a Chiid of poe Years old. 

FAIREST flower, all flowers excelling. 
Which in Milton's page we fee ; 
Flowers of Eve's embowered dwellii^* 
Are, my fair one, types of thee. 



Mark, my Polly, how die rofes 

Emulate thy damafk cheek ; 
How the bud its fweets difclofes— — « 

Buds thy opening bloom beipeak. 

Lilies are by plain direction 

Emblems of a double kind ; 
Emblems of thy fair com^Jexion, 

Emblems of thy fairer mind^ 

But, dear girl, both flowers and beamy 

Blollbm, fitde, and die away ; 
Then purfue good fenfe and duty. 

Evergreens ! which ne*er decay. 

^ Alluding to Milton's defcif^tion of Eve's bower* 

F 4 On 
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On Lord Cobham's Garden^ 

TT puzzles much the {ages' br^s^ 
-■• Where Eden ftopd of yore ; 
Some place it in Arabia's plains^ 
Some iay it is no more. 

But Cobham can thefe tales confute. 

As all the curious know; 
For he hath prov'd, beyond difputc^ 

That Paradife is Stow. 



Tomorrow. 

Pcrcunt ct imputantur. 



npOMORROW, didft thou % ! 

-■- Methought I heard Horatio fay, Tomorrow. 
Go to— I will not hear of it— Tomorrow ! 
*Tis a fharper, who ftakes his penury 
Againft thy plenty— who takes thy ready cafli> 
And pays thee nought Wt wifhes, hopes, and promifes, 

The 
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The currency of idiots. Injurious bankrupt, 
That gflills the eafy creditor ! — ^Tomorrow ! 
It is a period nowhere to be found 
In ail the hoary regifters of time, 
Unleis perchance in the fool's calendar. 
Wifdom difcjaims the word, nor holds fociety 
With thofe whq own it. No, my Horatio, 
^Tis Fancy's child, and Folly i? it? father ; 
Wrought of fuch ftufF as dreams are ; and bafelcfe 
As the fantailic vifions of the evening. 

But fpft^ my friendr:— rarreft the prefent moments } 
For be affur'd, tjiey all are arrant tell-tales ; 
And thp' their flight be filent, and their path tracklefe 
As the wing'd .couriers of the air. 
They poft to heaven, and there record thy folly. 
Becaufe, thp' ftation'd on the important watch. 
Thou, like a fleeping, faithleis fentinel, 
Didft let them pafs unnotic'd, unimproved. 
And kngw, for that thou flumber'dft on the guards 
Thou ihalt be made to anfwer at the bar 
For every fugitive : and when thou thus 
Shalt ftand impleaded at the high tribunal 

Of 
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Of hood-winkt juftice^ who {halt tell % au^i 
Then ftaj the prefent inftant, dear Horate i 
Imprint the marks of wifilom on its wixigs. 
'Txs of more worth than kingdoms ! far moreprteiaiR 
Than all the crimibn trcafures of life's fountain !— *- 
Oh ! let it not dude thy grafp, but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record, 
Hold the fleet angel faft until he blels thee* 



jfn Alluftm to Horace, Ode XVI. So9k !!• 
Irifcribedto H. W. Efq. 

Otram divos rogat in patenti 
Prenfus JBfftOy fimul atra nubes 
C^ondidit lunami ne(}ue certa fuigknt 

Sidera nautis, &c, 

OAY, heavenly (^\tt^ propitious nymph erf* light, 
^^ Why art thou thus conc^al'd from human fight? 
Tir'd of life's follies, fein I*d gain thy arms, 
Oh ! take me panting to thy peaceful charms ; 
Sooth my wild foid, in thy foft fetters caught^ 
And calm the furges of tumultuous dipught,, 

Thee, 
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The^ goddds, thee all ftates of life implore^ 
The merchant feeks thee on the foreign (bore : 
Thro' frozen zones and burning ifles he flie% 
And tempts die various horrors of the ikies. 
Nor frozen zones, nor burning ifles control 
That thirft of gain, that fever of iJbie foul. 
But mark the change— impending ftorms affright 
Array'd in all the majefty of night-^ 
The raging winds, difcharg'd their myftic caves^ 
Roar the dire fignal to th' infulting waves. 
The foaming legions charge the ribs of oak. 
And the pale fiend prefents at every ftroke* 
To Thee the unhappy wretch in pale defpair 
Bends the weak luiee, and lifts the hand in prayer ; 
Views the lad cheat, and fwears he'll ne*er again • 
Range the hot clime, or truft the iaithleis maiO) 
Or own fo mean a thought, that Thou art brib'd 
by gain, .. 

To Thee .the harneftM chief c(&votes his breath. 
And braves the thouiand avenues of death*; 
Now red with fury feeks th' erpbattled plain. 
Wades floods of gore, and fcales the bills of flain ; . 

Now 
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Now on the fort with winged vengeance &llsy 

And tempts the {evenfold thunders of the waBs« 

Miftaken man \ the nymph of peace iiChbxi 

The roar of cannons, and the fmoke of plains: 

With milder inccnfe let thy altars blaze, 

And in a fofter note attempt her praife. 

Wha^ various herds attend the virgin's gate, 

Abje6l in wealth, and impotent in ftate ! 

A crowd of offerings on the altar lie. 

And idly ftrivc to tempt her from die (ky: 

But here tiie rich ipagnificence of Icings 

Arc fpecious trifles all, and all unheeded thingy. 

No outward fhow celeftial bofoms warms, 

The gaudy purple boafts inglorious charms 5 

The gojd here, confcious of its abjefl: birth, 

Only prefuxnes to be fuperior earth. 

In vain the gem its fparklihg tribute pays. 

And meanly tremulates in borrow'd rays. 

On thcfe the nymph with fcomful fmiles looks down 

Nor e*er ele^ the favourite of a crown. 

Supremely great, (he views us from afar| 

^or deigns to own a fultan or a czar. 

Pi 
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Did real happineis attend on ftate^ 
How would I pant and labour to be great ! 
To court Pd haften with impetuous fpeed ; 
But to be great's to be a wretch indeed. 

I fpeak of (acred truths ; believe me, Hugh, 
The real wants of nature are but few. 
Poor are the charms of gold — a generous heart 
Would blufh to own a blifs, that thefe impart. 
'Tis he alone the mufe dares happy call. 
Who with iuperior thought enjoys his little all* 
Within his breaft no f^tic paffions roll. 
Soft are the motions of the virtuous foul. 
The night in filken flumbers glides away. 
And a fweet calm leads in the (miling day. 

What antic notions form the human mind ! 
Perverfcly mad, and obftinately blind. 
Life in its large extent is fcarce a fpan> 
Yet, wondrous frenzy ! great dcfigns we plan, 
And ihoot our thoughts beyond the date of man. 

Man, that vain creature's but a wretched elf. 
And lives at confti^nt enmity with fclf j 

Swears 



} 
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Swears to a fouthern climate hell' repair. 
But who can change the mind by diangtng m{ 
Italians plains may purify the blood. 
And with a nobler purple paint the flood ; 
But can foft zephyrs aid th' ill-fhapen thigh. 
Or form to beauty the diftorted eye ? 
Can d)ey widi life inform the thoughtlefs clay? 
Then a kind gale might waft my cares away. 
Where roves the mule ?— 'tis all a dream, my fiiendi 
All a wild thought— for care, that ghaftly fiend| 
That mighty prince of the infernal powers, 
Haunts the {till watches of the midnight hours. 
In vain the man the night's prote£lion fought^ 
Care ftings like pois'nous afps to fury wrought, 
And wakes the mind to all the pains of Aou^it. 
Not the wing'd (hip, that fweeps the level main. 
Not the young roe duit bounds along the plain. 
Are {wih u Care—that monfler leaves bdiind 
The aerial courfer and the fleeter wind ; 
Thro* every clime performs a conftant part. 
And ihtatbs ka painful daggers in the heart. 

Ah! 



1 
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Ah ! wfajr (hould man sn idk game purfiic^ 
To futuie Majr-be's ftretch the dtftanC view ? 
May more exalted tboughts our hours emj^oy. 
And wiTelj ftrive to tafte the prefent joy* 
Life's an inconftant fea— (he prudent ply 
'Widi every oar to improve th' aurpicious iky: 
But if black ck)iid8 the angry heav'ns defomiy 
A chearful mind will fweeten eveiy ftorm. 
Tbo' fools expefi their joys to flow fincere. 
Yet none can boaft eternal funihine here. 

The yoiidifid chief, that like a ftimmer flower 
Shines a whole life in one precarious hour. 
Impatient of reftiaint demands the fight, 
Whfle painted triumphs fwim before his fight. 
Forbear, hhnre youth, thy bold defigns give o'er. 
Ere die neact mom fliall dawn, thoult be no more) 
Invidious deadi fliall Uaft thy opening bloom. 
Scarce bbifs, diou &d'fl:, fcarce born, thou meet^ft a 
tomb» 

What liK>\ my friend, the young are fwept awa/^ 
Untimely cropt in die proud blaze of day;. 

5 Yet 
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Yet when life's fpring on purple wings is flown^ 
And the brifk flood a noifome puddle grown ; 
When the dark eye (hall roll its orb for light. 
And the roli'd orb confefs impervious night ; 
When once untuned the ear's contorted cell. 
The filver cords unbrace the founding ihell ; 
Thy fick'ning foul no more a joy Ihall find, 
Mufic no more fliall ftay thy lab'ring mind. 
The breathing canvas glows in vain for thee. 
In vain it blooms a gay eternity. 
With thee the ftatue's boafts of life are o'er, ' 
And Caefar animates the brafs no more. 
The flaming ruby, and the rich brocade. 
The fprightly ball, the mimic mafquerade 
Now charm in vain — in vain the jovial god. 
With blufliing goblets plies the dormant cloA 

Then why thus fond to draw fuperfluous breathy 
When every gafp protradb a painful death ? 
Age is a ghaftly fcene, cares, doubts, and fears. 
One dull rough road of fighs, groans, pains, ai 

^ tears. 

L 
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Let not ambitious views ufurp tfay foul, 
Ambidon, friend, ambition grafps the pole. 
The luftfiil eye on wealth's bright ftrand you fix. 
And figh for grandeur and a coach and fix ; 
With golden ftars you long to blend your iate. 
And with die garterM lordling Aide in ftate. 
An humbler .ftttne my penflve hours employs, 
(Hear ye fweet heavens, and fpeed the diftant joys ! 
Of Aefe pofiefe'd I'd fcom to court renown. 
Or blefe the happy coxcombs of the town.) 
T6 me, ye gods, thefe only gifts impart. 
An eafy fortune, and a cheerfiil heart; 
A little mufe, and innocently gay. 
In iportive fong to trifle cares away. 
Two wifhes gain'd, love forms Ae laft and beft. 
And heaven's bright mafter-piece fliall crown the 
reft. 



Vol. T. G An 
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An Epitaph ufm Mn Thomas Stroikh 
ivbo died on the %bth of Decembifi 1736. 

TN a(9ion prudent, and in word fincere) 
^ In friendihip faithful, and in honour clear; 
Thro' life's yain fcenes the feme in every part^ 
A fteady judgment, and an honeft heart 
Thou vaunt's; no honours — all thy boaft a mind 
As infants guilelefs, and as angels kind. 

When afk'd to whom thefe lovely truths belongy 
Thy friends fhall anfwer, weeping, " Here lies 
« Strong." 



Epitaph v:pon Mfs Ges^ 
tVho died October 25, 1 736, Mtat. 28. 

T^EAUTEOUS, nor known to pride, to friends 
"■^ fincere. 

Mild to thy neighbour! to thyfelf fevere; 
. 5 Unftaiii'd 
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tJnftain*d thy honour— and thy wit was fuch, 
ICnew no extremes^ nor little, nor too mucL 
Few were thy years^ and painful thro' the whole, 
Yet calm thy pailkge, and ferene thy foul. 

Reader, anudft thefe (acred crowds that fleep*, 
View this once lovely form, nor grudge to weep.-* 
O death, all terrible ! how fure thy hour! 
How wide thy conquefts ! and how fell thy power I 
When youth, wit, virtue, plead for longer reign. 
When youth, when wit, when virtue plead in vain; 
Stranger, then weep afrefh-^or kn6W this clay 
Was once the good, the wife, the beautifid, the gay# 



REBUS. 



/ mSHAT awful name which oft infpires 

■*• Impatieilt hopes, and fond dcfires. 
Can to another p^n impart. 
And thrill with fear the ihudd'ring heart. 

• The author it fuppofcd to be infcribing the charader of 
the deceafed upon her tomb> and therefore ** crowds that 
«« deep/' mean the dead. 

G 2 This 
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This myftic word is often read 
O'er the ftill chambers of the dead. 
Sajr, what contains the breathleis clay^ 
When the fleet foul is wingM away ?-• 
Thofe marble monuments proclaim 
My little wily wanton's name. 

TOMBS. 
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ripHE golden ftem, with generous aid, 
^ Supports and feeds the fruitful blade. 
The queen, who rul'd a thanklefs ifle, 
And gladden'd thoufands with her fmile 
(When the well-manag'd pound of gold 
Did more, than now the fum thrice told;) 
This ftem of Ceres, and the fair 
Of Stuart's houfe, a name declare. 
Where goodnefs is with beauty join'd, 
Where queen and goddefs both combin'd 
To form an emblem of the mind. 

REl 
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REBUS. 

THE light-footed female that bounds o'er the 
hills, 
That feeds ambng lilies, and drinks of the rills, 

And is fam'd for being tender and true ; 
Which Solomon deemed a fimile rare, 
To liken the two pretty breafts of his fair, 
Is the name of the nymph I purfue. 

ROE. 



ANOTHER. 



fTP Ell me the fair, if fuch a fair there be, 

•*• Said Venus to her fon, that rivals me. 
Mark the tall tree, cried Cupid to the Dame, 
That from its fdver bark derives its name ; 
The ftudious infeft, that, with wondrous pow'rs, 
Extrads myfterious fweets from fragrant flow'rs j 
Proclaim the nymph to whom all hearts fubmit, 
Whofe fweetnefs foftens majefty and wiu . 

ASHBT. 

G 3 Sme 
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Some hajly Rhimes on Sleep. 

Ti/TYSTERIOUS deity, impart 

^ '^-*" From whence thou CQm*ft, and whatt tl 

art 
I feel thy pow'r, thy reign I bkfs, 
But what I fed, I can't exprefs. 
Thou bind'ft my limbs, but canftn't reftratn 
The bufy workings of the brain. 

All nations of the air and land 
Afk the foft bleffing a,t thy hand. 
The reptiles of the frozen zone 
Are clofe attendants on thy throne j 
Where painted bafdifks infold 
Their azure fcales in rolls of gold. 

The flave, that's deftinM to the oar, 
In one kind viiion fwims to fhore ; 
The lover meets the willing fair, 
And fondly grafps impaffive air. 
Laft night the happy mifer told 
Twice twenty tboufand pounds in gold. 

1 
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The purple tenant of the crown 
Implores thy aid on beds of down : 
While Lubbin, and his healthy bride. 
Obtain what monarchs are denied. 

The garter'd ftatefman thou wouldft own. 
But rebel confcience fpurns thy throne ; 
Braves all the poppies of the fields. 
And the faniM gum ♦ that Turkey yields. 

While the good man, opprefs'd with pain. 
Shall court thy finiles, nor fue in vain. 
Propitious thou'lt his prayer attend, 
And prove his guardian and his friend. 
Thy fmthful hands fhall make his bed. 
And thy foft arm fupport his head. 

* Or ratl)^ infpifrated juice^ 0|Muni. 



G 4 A REBUS. 



88 various pieces. 
j1 rebus. 

rnri H £ name of the monarch that abandoned hit 

•*• throne, 
Is the name of the fair, I prefer to his crawn* 

JAMES. 



A SONG. 
rXl ELL me, my Caclia, why fo coy^ 

"* Of men fo much afraid; 
Cxlia, 'tis better iar to die 
A mother than a maid. 

The rofe, when pafl its damaflc hue> 

Is always out of favour; 
And when the plum hath loft its blue. 

It lofcs too its flavour. 

To vernal flow'rs the rolling years 

Returning beauty bring ; 
But faded once, thou'lt bloom no more, 

Nor know a fccond fpring. 

A Sunday 



VARIOUS PIECES. 89 



A Sunday Hymn, In Imitation of Dr. Watts. 

rXlHI S is the day the Lord of life 

-■■ Afcended to the fkies j 
My thoughts, purfue the lofty rfieme. 
And to the heav'ns arife. 



Let no vain cares divert my mind 

From this celeftial road ; 
Nor all rfie honours of the earth 

Detain my foul from God. 

Think of the fplendors of that place, 

The joys that are on high; 
Nor meanly reft contented here. 

With wcwlds beneath the fky. 

Heav'n is the birth-place of the faints. 

To heav'n their fouls afcend ; 
Th* Almighty owns his favourite race, 

As father and as friend* 

Ohf 



1 
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Oh F may thefe lovely titles prove 

My comfort and defence, 
When the fick couch fliall be my lot. 

And death (hall call me }ience. 



An Ode on tbi Messiah^ 

T T THEN man had difobeyM his Lord, 

^ ^ Vindi£Uve Juftice drew the fword; 
« The rebel and his race (hall die.** 
He fpake, and thunders burft the fky, 

2. 

Lo 1 Jefu« pardoning grace difplayy. 
Nor thunders roll, nor lightnings Haze. 
Jefus, the Saviour ftands confefr, 
In rays of mildcft gloritrs dreft, 

3-^ 
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3- 

^s round Him prefs th* ang^ic crowd, 

Mercy and Truth He calls aloud ; 
The fmiling cherubs wing'd to vieW| 
Their pinions founded as they flew. 

.<* Ye fiiyourites of the throne, arife^ 

** Bear the ftrange tidings thro* the Ikies 5 

.*' Say, Man, th* apoftate rebel, lives ; 

f^ Say, Jefiis bleeds, and Heav'n forgives.** 

5- 

In pity Xo the fallen race, 
ril take their nature and their place ; 
1*11 bleed, their pardon to procure, 
1*11 die^ to make that pardon fure. 

6. 
Now Jefus leaves his bleft abode, 
A Virgin*s womb receives the God. 
When the tenth moon had wan*d on earth, 
A Virgin's womb difdos*d the birtL 

7. New 
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7- 
New praife emplo)rs th' ethereal throng. 

Their golden harps repeat the fong ; 

And angels waft th' immortal drains 

To humble Bethl'em's happy plains* 

8. 

While there the guardians of the (beep 
By night their faithful vigils keep, 
Celeftial notes their ears delight. 
And floods of glory drown their fight* 

9- 

When Gabriel thus, '' Exult, ye fwains, 
" Jefus, your owii Mefliah, reigns. 
*' Arife, the Royal Babe behold, 
*' Jefus, by ancient bards foretold* 

10, 

^' To David^s town direft your way, 
" And fhout, Salvation's born to-day j 
*' There, in a manger's mean difguife, 
** You'll find the Sovereign of the fkies." 

II. Wl 
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II. 

What joy Salvadon's (bund imparts. 
You bed can tell, ye guilelefs hearts ; 
Whom no vain fcience led aftray. 
Nor taught to fcorn Salvation's way. 

12. 

Tho' regal purple fpums thefe truths. 
Maintain your ground, ye chofen youths ; 
Brave the ftem tyrant's lifted rod. 
Nor blufh to own a dying God. 

What ! tho* the fages of the earth 
Proudly difpute this wondrous birth ; 
Tho* learning mocks Salvation's voice. 
Know, Heav'n applauds your wifer choice. 

Oh 1 be this wifer choice my own ! 
Bear me, fome feraph, to His throne, 
Where the rapt foul diffolvcs away 
In vifions of eternal day. 

3 -^'* 
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Ati Ode w the New Year* 



T ORD of my life> infpire my ibng^ 
•■^ To Thee my nobleft powers belong % 
Grant me thy fiivourite feraph's flame. 
To fing the glories of thy name* 

2. 

My birth, my fortune, friends, and heal A^ 
My knowledge too, fuperior wealth ! 
Lord of my life, to Thee I owe s 
Teach me to pni&ife what I know^ 

3* 
Ten thoufiuid fiivours claim my fbng, 
And each demands an angel's tongue ; 
Mercy fits fmiling on the wings 
Of orery moment as it Iprings. 

4. But 
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4- 
But oh ! with infinite furprife 
I fee returning ytars arife ; 
When unimprovM the former fcore, 
Lord) wilt thou truft me ftill with more ! 

Thouiinds this period hop'd to fee f 
Denjr'd to diouiands^ granted me ; 
Thoufiuids ! that weep) and wi(h, and prajr 
For thofe rich hours I throw away. 

6. 
The tribute of my heart receive, , 
'Tis the poor all I have to give ; 
Should it prove faithlefs, Lord, I'd wreft 
The Ueeding traitor from my^breaft. 



EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 

On John Duke ^Bridgwater, 

Who died in the twenty-firjt Tear of his Age^ I747-8» 

TNTENT to hear, and bounteous to beftow, 
•*■ A mind that melted at another's woe ; 
Studious to 2l& the felf-approving part. 
That midnight-mufic of the honeft heart ! 
Thofe filent joys th' illuftrious youth poflefi'd, 
Thofe cloudlefs funfliines of the fpotlefs breaft ! 
From pride of peerage, and from folly free, 
Life's early mom, feir Virtue ! gave to thee ; 
Forbad the tear to fteal from Sorrow's eye. 
Bade anxious Poverty forget to figh ; 
Like Titus, knew the value of a day. 
And Want went fmiling from his gates away. 

The reft were honours borrowed from the thronej 
Thefe honours, Egerton, were all thy own ! 



A Fable 
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A Fable. 

TT feems, an Owl, in days of yore, 
"*• Had turn'd a thouland volumes o*er. 
His fame for literature extends. 
And ftrikes the ears of partial friends. 
They weighM the learning of the fowlj 
And thought him a prodigious Owl ! 
From fuch applaufe what could betide \ 
It only cocker'd him in pride. 

ExtolI'd for fciences and arts^ 
His bofom burn'd to fhew his parts 5 
(No wonder that an Owl of fpirit, 
Miftook his vanity for merit.) 
He fliews iniatiate thirft of praife^ 
Ambitious of the poet's bays. 
Perched on ParnafTus all night long) 
He hoots a fonnet or a fong ; 
And while the village hear his note. 
They curfe the fcreaming whore-fon's throat 

Amidft the darknefs of the nighty 
Our feather'd poet wings his flighty 
Vol. L H And, 
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Andy as capricious fate ordains^ 
A cluinney's treacherous fiimmit gains ; 
Which much impaired by wind and weatheTf 
Down fall the bricks and bird together. 

The Owl expands his azure eyes^ 
And fees a Non-con's ftudy rife ; 
The walls were deck'd with hallowed bands 
Of worthies, by th' engraver's hands ; 
All champions for the good old caufe ! 
Whofe confcience interfered with laws ; 
But yet no foes to king or people, 
Tho' mortal foes to church and fteeple* 
Baxter, with apoftolic grace, 
Difplay^d his metzotinto bee ; 
While here and there ibme luckier faint 
Attained to dignity of paint 

Rang'd in proportion to their fize. 
The books by due gradations rife. 
Here the good Fathers lodg'd their truft; 
There zealous Calvin flept in duft. 
Here Pool his learned treafures keeps ; 
There Fox o'er dying martyrs weeps ; 

5 Whi 
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While reams on reams infadate drink 
Whole deluges of Herays ink. 

Colunms of Termons pilM on high 
AttmSk the bird'^s admiring eyt. 
Thofe works a good old age acquired. 
Which had in mamifcript expired; 
For manufcripts, of fleeting date^ 
Seldom furvive their infant ftate. 
The healthieft live not half their days^ 
But die a thoufiuid various ways | 
Somedmes inglbrioufly applyM 
To purpofes the Mufe fhall hide. 
Or^ (hould they meet no fate bekmtr^ 
How oft tobacco proves their foe I 
Or elfe fome cook purkxns a leaf 
To finge her fowl) 6r &ve her beef $ 
But fermons 'fcape both fate and 6re^ 
By congregational defire* 

Difplay'd at large upon die table 
Was Bunyan's much-admir'd fMci 
And as his Pilgrim fprawling lay^ 
It chanc'd the Owl advanced that wa^* 

H 2 The 
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The bird explores the pious dreamy 
And plays a viflonary fcheme i 
Detennin'd, as he read the iage. 
To copy from the tinker's page. 

The thief now quits his leam'd abode. 
And fcales aloft the footy road ; 
Flies to Parnaflus' top once more, 
Refolv'd to dream as well as ihore ; 
And what he dreamt by day, the wight 
In writing o'er, confumes the night. 

Plum'd with conceit he calls aloud. 
And thus beipeaks the purblind crowd j 
Say not, that man alone's a poet. 
Poets are Owls — my verfe (hall fihow it. 
And while he read his labour'd lays, 
His blue-ey'd brothers hooted praife. 
But now his female mate by turns 
With pity and with choler bums ; 
When thus her confort (he addrefs'd. 
And all her various thoughts exprefs'd. 

Why, prithee, hufband, rant no more, 
*Tis time to give thefe follies o'er. 



Be 
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Be wife, and follow my advice— -» 
Go— —catch your family fome mice. ^ 

*Twere better to refume your trade. 
And fpend your nights in ambufcade. 
What ! if you fatten by your fcbemes, ' ' 
And fere luxurioufly in dreams ! * ' 

While you ideal mice are carving, •■ • 

I and my femily are ftarving. . / 

Refle£i: upon our nuptial hours, r; ^ 

Where will you find a brood like our's I . 
Our offspring might become a queen. 
For finer Owlets ne'er were feen ! 

'Ods — ^blue ! the furly hob reply'd, 
ril amply for my heirs provide. 
Why, Madge ! when CoUey Gibber die% j. /. 
Thou'lt fee thy mate a Laur'ate rifej ;; ; , ' 
For never poets held this place. 
Except defcendants of our race. . . 

But foft— the female fage rejoinM— ,. 
Say you abjur'd the purring kind ; 
And nobly left inglorious rats ,; .^ * 

To vulgar owls, or fordid cats« .... "^ 

H3 Say, 
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Say, you the healing art eflay'd. 
And piddled in the doflor's trade ; 
At leaft you'd earn us good provifionSf 
And better this than fcribbling vifions. 
A due regsMrd to me, or felf, 
Wou'd always make you dream of pelf; 
And when you dreamt your nights away^ 
You'd realize your dreams by day. 
Hence far fuperior gains wou'd rife, 
And I be fiit and you be wife. 

But, Madge, tho' I applaud your fcbemei 
You'd wifh my patients ftill to dream I 
Waking they'd laugh at my vocation, 
Or difapprove my education ; 
And they deteft your folemn hob. 
Or take me for profeflbr L % 

Equipt with powder and with pill. 
He takes his licence out to kill. 
Pra£lis'd in all a doctor's airs. 
To Batfon's fenate he repairs, 
Drefs'd in his flowing wig of knowledge, 
To greet his brethren of the college s 

TaiEcs 
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Takes up the papers of the day. 
Perhaps for want of what to fiiy; 
Thro* ev'ry cohimn he parfiies. 
Alike advertiiements and news ) 
0*er lifts of cures with rapture runs. 
Wrought by Apollo's natural ions $ 
Admires the rich Ilibemian ftoek 
Of doftors, Henry, Ward, and ^ock. 
^e dwells on each illuftrious name, 
Aj\d fighs at once for fees and fame^ 
Now, like the dodors of to-day,^ 
Retains his puffers too in pay* 
Around his reputation flew, 
flis pra£tice with his credit grew* 
At length the court receives the fiige, 
And lordlings in his caufe engage* 
He dupes, befide p)eheian fowls. 
The whole mobility ojF owls^ 
Thus ev'ry where he gains renown, 
And fills bis purfe, and thins the itowiu 



H 4 jUduJii 
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Addrejfed to a young Lady, whofe favouriu Bird 
was almoft kiUed by a fall from her FingiTm 

A S Tiney, in a wanton mood, 

^^ Upon his Lucy's finger ftood) 

Ambitious to be free ; 

With breaft elate he eager tries. 

By flight to reach the diftant flcies. 

And gain his liberty. 

Ah ! lucklefs bird, what tho' carefs'd. 
And fondled in the fair one's breaft. 

Taught e'en by her to fing ; 
Know that to check thy temper wild, 
And make thy manners foft and mild. 

Thy miftrefs cut thy wing. 

The feather'd tribe, who cleave the air. 
Their weights by equal plumage bear. 

And quick efcape our pow'r j 
Not fo with Tiney, dear delight. 
His fhorten'd wing reprefs'd his flight. 

And threw him on the floor. 

Stunn*d 
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Stunn'd with the fall, he feetn'd to die, 
For quickly clos'd his fparkling eye. 

Scarce heav'd his pretty breaft ; 
Alarmed for her favourite care, 
Lucy aflumes a penfive air. 

And is at heart diftreft. 

The ftoic foul, in graved ftrain. 
May call thefe feelings light and vain. 

Which thus from fondnefs flow; 
Yet, if the bard arightly deems, 
'Tis nature's fount which feeds the ftreaxns 

That pureft joys beftow. 

So, fhou'd it be fair Lucy's fate, 
' Whene'er (he wills a change of flate. 

To boaft a mother's name j 
Thefe feelings then, thou charming maid. 
In brighteft lines (hall be difplay'd. 

And praife uncenfur'd claim. 



RIDDLES. 
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RIDDLES. 



TT^ ROM the dark caverns of die earth 
-*• Our family derive their birth ; 
By nature we appear to view 
A rugged and a ftubborn crew. 
But Vulcan's brawny fons, by art. 
Soften the hardnefs of our heart j 
Give to a (lender fhape its grace, 
And a bright polifh to our face. 
Thus education makes us mild, 
Pliant and du£lile as a child. 

Survey the attire of man, you'll trace 
Our friendihip for the human race. 
We love mankind, indeed we do. 
Our aftions prove our fpeeches true. 
But what is wondrous ftrange to name, 
The aged female is our flame* 



Whoi 
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When ftrength decays, and optics £ul« 
And cold and penury prevail, 
Our labours fpare the matron's fight. 
We afk but feint fupplies of light. 
Kindly our ancient girls regale, 
With food, with fuel, and with ale. 
We, as aflbciates to mankind. 
All a£l our various parts affign'd. 
No ufelefs hands obftruft our fchemes. 
We fuit our numbers to our themes 5 
Hence only two of us apply. 
To form a bandage for the thigh ; 
But when the grey induftrious Peg 
Demands a veftment for the leg, 
T^is then in little crowds We join 
To aid the matron's wife defign. 
Thus four or five of us you'll fe^ 
And each as bufy as a bee ', 
Befides a kind afiiftant near, 
Which Peg had ftuck athwart her ears 
Now laffes, if our name you'll teU, 
And vow you'll alv<ray$ ufe us well, 

Wc'fl 
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We'll grant your wifh to change your lifc| 
And make each fair a happy wife. 

KNITTING NEEDLE. 



ANOTHER. 



rri O you, fair maidens, I addrefiy 

■*" Sent to adorn your life ; 
And fhe who firft my name can gueft^ 
Shall firft be made a wife. 

2. 

From the dark womb of mother earthy 

To mortals' aid I come ; 
But ere I can receive my birth, 

I many fhapes afTume. 

3,Paffive 
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3- 
Paffivc by nature, yet Tm made 

As aSive as the roe ; 
And oftentimes, with equal fpeed. 

Thro* flowery lawns I go, 

4- 
When wicked men their wealth confume^ 

And leave their children poor. 
To me their daughters often come. 
And I encreafe their ftore. 

s. 

The women of the wifer kind. 

Did never once refufe me j 
But yet I never once could find 

That maids of honour ufe me. 

6. 
The lily hand and brilliant eye, 
May charm without my aid ; 
Beauty may ftril^e die lover^s eye. 
And love infpire the maid* 

7. But 
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7- 
But let the enchanting njrmph be txAAf 

Unlels I grace her life^ 
She muft have wondrous ftore of gold^ 

Or niake a wretched wife. 

8. 

Altho* I never hot>e to rcfl-^ 
With Chriftians I go forth ; 

And while they worlhip to the eafi^ 
I proftrate to the north. 

9- 
If you fu(pe£^ hypocrifyi 

Or think me infmcere, 

Produce the zealot, who» like me^ 

Can tremble and adhere. 

NEEDLE, 



ANOTHER 



i- 



Various pieces. m 

ANOTHER. 
T* AM by nature foft a^ filk, 
•*■ By nature too as white as milk; 
t am a conftant friend to man, 
And fcrve him every way I can. 
When dipt in wax, or plung'd in oil> 
I make his winter evenings finile : 
By India taught I fpread his bed^ 
Or deck his favourite Celiacs head ; 
Her gayeft garbs I oft compofe, 
And ah! fometimes, I wipe her nofe« 

COTTON. 



ANOTHER. 



T AM a fmall volume, and frequently bound 
^ In lilk, fattin, filver, or gold ; 
My worth and my praifes the females refound, 
By females my fcience is told. 

My 
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My leaves are all fcarlct, my letters are fteely 
Each letter contains a great treafure ; 

To the poor they fpell lodging, fuel, and mealt 
To the rich, entertainment and pleafure* 

The fempftrefe explores me by day and by nighty 
Not a page but (he turns o'er and o*cr ; 

Tho' fometimes I injure the milliner's fight^ 
Still I add to her credit and ftore. 

Tis true I am feldom regarded by men. 
Yet what would the males do without me ? 

Let them boaft of their head, or boaft of their pen. 
Still vain is their boaft if they flout me. 

NEEDLE BOOK. 



PSALM 
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^^VFFENDEDMajdly! hovloog 
^^ Wik dm conceal dtjEux I 
How long refuk mj binostg fiwl 
The fiiccoiin of tby grace ? 

While ixTow wrings m j Ueediiig hear^ 

And black deipoofdence reignSy 
Satan exults at my complaimsy 

And triumphs o'er my pains. 

Let diy returning (pint. Lord, 

Difpd the ihades of night ; 
Smile on my poor deferted foul. 

My God^ thy fmiles are light 

While fcoffers at thy (acred word 

Deride the pangs I feel9 
Deem my religion inrmcere> 

Or call it ufdie& zeal* 
Vol.! I Yet 
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Yet will I ne*er repent my choice» 
ril ne'er withdraw my truft ; 

I know tfaee, Lord, a pow'rfiil friend. 
And kind, and wife, and juft* 

To doubt Thy goodneis wou'd be baie 

Ingratitude in me ; 
Paft favours fhall renew my hopes. 

And fix my faith in Thee. 

Indulgent God! my willing tongue 

Thy praifes (hall prolong ; 
For oh ! Thy bounty fires my breaft. 

And rapture fwells my fong. 



PSALM XLIL 



*¥ T TITH fierce defire the hunted hart 
^ ^ Explores the cooling flrearft; 

Mine is a paffion ftronger far. 
And mine a ^obler theme. 

Yes 
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Yes, with fuperior fervors, Lord, 

I thirft to fee thy face ; 
My languid foul would fain approach 

The fountains of thy grace. 

Oh ! the great plenty of thy houfe^ 

The rich refrefhments there ! 
To live an exile firom thy courts 

Overwhelms me with defpain 

In worihip when I join'd thy faints. 

How fweetly pafs'd my days ! 
Prayer my divine employment then. 

And all my pleafure praife* 

But now Pm loft to every joy, 

Becaufe detained from Tbee$ 
Thofe golden periods ne'er returo, 

Or ne'er return to me. 

I 2 Yc^ 
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Yet, O my foul, why thus depreft, 
And whence this anxious fear? 

Let former fevours fix thy tioift. 
And check the rifing tear. 

When darknefs and when forrows rofc. 

And prefs'd on every fide, 
Did not the Lord fuftain thy fteps. 

And was not God thy guide ? 

Affliftion is a ftormy deep, 

Where wave rcfounds to wave; 

Tho' o'er my head the billows rollj 
I know the Lord can fare. 

Perhaps, before the morning dawns. 

He'll rcinftate my peace ; 
For He, who bade the tempeft roar. 

Can bid the tempeft ceafe. 
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In the dark watches of the night 

I'll count his mercies o'er ; 
I'll praife him for ten thoufand paflr, 

And humbly fue for more. 

Then, O my foul, why thus depreft, 

And whence this anxious fear ? 
Let former favours fix thy truflr, ' 

And check the rifing tear. 

Here will I f eft, and build my hopes. 

Nor murmur at his rod ; 
He's more than all the world to me, » 

My health, my life, my God ! 



The Night Piece. 

TT ARK! the prophetic raven brings 
^ -*• My fummons on his boding wings j 
The birds of night my fate foretel. 
The prefcient death-watch founds my knelL 

I 3 A folcmn 
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A foleinn darknefi ^reads the tomby 
But terrors haunt the midnight gloom s 
Methinks a browner horror Ms, 
And filent fpe£bres fweep the walls. 

Tell me, my foul, oh tell me why • 
The feultering tongue, the broken figh i 
Thy manly cheeks bedew'd with tears. 
Tell me, my foul, from whence thefe fears i 

When confcious guilt arrefts the taind^ 
Avenging furies ftalk behind. 
And fickly £uicy intervenes. 
To dreis the viiionary fcenes. 

Jefus, to thee I'll fly for aid. 
Propitious Sun, difpel the fhade i 
All the pale £unily of fear 
Would vanifh were my Saviour here* 



No 
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No more imagin'd fpe^es walk. 
No more the doubtful echoes talk ; 
Soft zephyrs fan the neighbouring treeSy* 
And medit9.tion mounts the breeze. 

How fwe^ thefe (acred hours of reft^ 
Fair portraits of the virtuous breafty 
Where lawlefs luft, and paflions rudei 
And folly never dare intrude ! 

Be others' choice the fparkling bowly 
And mirth, the poifon of the foul ; 
Or midnight dance, and public (howsy 
Parents of ficknefs, pains, and woes* 

A nobler joy my thoughts defign ; 
Inftru(Stive folitude, be mine ; 
Be mine that f^ent calm repafty 
A chearfiil confcience to the lafU 

I 4 That 
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That tree which bean immortal finiit^ 
Without a canker at the root ; 
That friend which never fails die juft^ 
When other friends defert dieir tnifb 

Come then, my foul, be diis Ay gueft) 
And leave to knaves and fools the reft. 
With this thou ever (halt be gay. 
And night (hall brighten into day. 

With this companion in the (hade, 
Surely thou couldft not be difma/d ; 
But if thy Saviour here were founds 
All Paradife would bloom around* 

^ Had I a firm and lafting faidi. 
To credit what the Almighty faith, 
I could defy the midnight gloom. 
And the pale monarch of the tomb. 



Thouj 
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Though tempefts drive me from the {hore^ 
And floods defcend, and billows roar ; 
Though deadi appears in every form. 
My little bark ihould brave the ftorm. 

Then if my God required the life 
Of brother, parent3 child, or wife. 
Lord, I (hould blefs the ftern decree. 
And give my deareft friend to thee* 

Amidft the various fcenes of ills. 
Each ftroke fome kind defign fulfils ; 
And (hall I murmur at my God, 
When fovercign love direSs the rod ? 

Peace, rebel-thoughts — ^111 not complain, 
My father's fmiles fufpend my pain ; 
Smiles— that a thoufand joys impart. 
And pour the balm that heals the fhiart. 

Tboug^ 
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Though Heaven afflidls, III not r^ging^ 
Each heart-felt comfort ftill is mine i 
Comforts that fliall o'er death prevail^ 
And journey with me through the y^iu 

pear Jefus, finooth that nigged way. 
And lead me to the realms of day» 
To milder fkies, and brighter plains. 
Where everlafiing funfhine reigns. 



To the Rev. James Hervey, on his MeditatUnu 
By a Phyfuian. 

rri O form the tafte, and raife the nobler par^ 

-*- To mend the morals> and to warm the hearts 
To trace the genial fource we Nature call. 
And prove the God of Nature friend of all ; 
Hervey for this his mental landfcape drew. 
And Iketch'd the whole creation out to view* 

% Th* 
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T^^hoife csasrioD daz^;es wjdi liie ciuB^v^ 

The IbbMc iknds ^«4ic££ £3igisiice jbencs die »^ 

With biids diHnfaig to die early Jarnn ; 

The oaJcs due gnoe Brinnnia^s moMTrrains* £de% 

And ^icj Lehanon's fupenor * pnde ; 

All loudly far'reign exceileiice pnxlaiini 

And animated wotlds coci£l6 the Gone. 

The azure fields that fonn th^ extended (ky. 

The planetary globes that roll on high. 

And fdar orbs, of proudeft blaze, combine 

To ad fubfervient to die great defign. 

Men9 angelS) feraphs, join the general voice^ 

And in the Lord of Nature all rejoice* 
His the grey winter's venerable guife, 

Its Ihrouded glories, and inftru<Eiive (kies f ; 

His the fiiow's plumes, that brood the fick'ning blade; 

His the bright pendant that impcarls the glaJc i 

The waving foreft, or the whifp'ring brake ; 

The furging billow, or the fleeping lake. 

f The Cedar. f Reforing t^ the Winter-ri''f?. 
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The fiimc who pours the beauties of the fpriag^ 
Or mounts the whirlwind's defolating wing. 
The fame who fmiks in Nature's peaceful form^ 
Frowns in the tempefty and dire£b the ftorm. 

'Tis thine> bright teacher, to improve the age; 
'Tis thine, whofe life's a comment on Ay page; 
Thy happy page ! whofe periods fwecdy flow, 
Whofe figures charm us, and whofe ccJoors glow; 
Where artlefs piety pervades the wbole^ 
Refines the genius, and exalts the foul. 
For let the witting argue all he can. 
It is religion ftill that makes the man. 
'Tis this, my friend, that ftrcaks oxu: morning bright { 
'Tis this that gilds the horrors of the night. 
When wealth forfakes us, and ^^en friends arc few t 
When friends are faithlefs, or when foes purfue ; 
'Tis this that wards the blow, or ftills the finart^ 
Difarms affliftion, or repels its dart ; 
Within the breaft bids pureft rapture rife ; 
Bids fmiling confcicnce fpread her cloudlefe (kies. 

When the ftorm thickens, and the thunder rolls, 
When the earth trembles to th' affrighted poles, 

The 
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rhe virtuous mind nor doubts nor fears aflail i 
Per ftonns are zephyrs, or a gentler gale. 

And wben difeafe obftruSs the laboring brcadi ; 
tVhen Ac heart fickens, and each pulfe is death ; 
E'en dien religion fhall fuftain die juft, 
Srace dieir laft moments, nor defert their duft. 

Auguft 5, 1748. 



LINES under a Sun-Dial m the Qjurch-yari 
at Thornby. 

Ik ^ ARK well my (hade, and ferioufly attend 
*'^'*' The fdent leffon of a common friend- 
Since time and life fpeed haftily away, 
And neither can recal the former day, 
[mprove each fleeting hour before 'tis paft. 
And know, each fleeting hour may be thy laft. 
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To the Memory 

Of the Reverend Mr. Samuel Clark, 

JVho died December the iSth^ aged 42* 

IN all the intercourles of humanity 

He was upright, prudent, and courteous, 

Compaifionate, kind, and beneficent. 

In opinion 

Candid, diffident, and judicious. 

In argument 

Calm, ftrong, and perfuafive. 

Under difficulties and forrows 

Collefted, firm, and refign'd. 

In friendfhip 

FaithfiJ, entertaining, and inftruftivc 

In his minifterial capacity 

He poflefled every valuable and happy talent 

To rectify the judgpient, and improve the heart 

He 
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He was learned without pride, 

And pious without oftentation ; 

Zealous and indefatigable to advance the intereft 

Of true religion, 

And the evcrl^ing welfare of thofe who were entruftcd 

To his paftoral care. 

What ! tho* fuch various worth is feldom known. 

No adulation rears this facred ftone, 

No partial love this genuine pifhire draws. 

No venal pencil proftitutes applaufe : 

Juftice and truth in artlefs colours paint 

The Man, the Friend, the Preacher, and the Saint. 
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A N 

EPISTLE 

TO THE 

READER. 

t 

A UTHORS, you know, of grcatcft &me, 
^^' Thro' modefty fupprefs their name ; 
And would you wifli me to reveal 
What thefe fuperior wits conceal ? 
Forego the fearch, my curious frieod| 
And hufband time to better end« 
All my ambition is, I own, 
tV To profit and to pleafe unknown ; 

Like ftreams fupply'd from fprings beIoW» 
Which fcatter blefEngs as they flow. 

Were you difeas'd, or prcfs*d with pain. 
Strait you'd apply to ♦ Warwick-Lancj 

• Colkge of Phyficians. 

K 2 The 
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The thoughtful drxflor feels your pulfc, 
(No matter whether Mead or Hulfc) 
Writes — Arabic to you and me,— 
l*hen figns his hand, and takes his fee. 
Now, (hould the fagc omit his name^ 
Wou'd not the cure remain the fame ? 
Not but phyficians fign their bill, • 
Or when they cure, or when they kilh 

*Tis often known the mental race 
Their fond ambitious fires difgrace. 
Dar'd I avow a parent's claim, 
Critics mi!i,ht fnccr, and friends might Uame. 
This dang'rous fecret let me hide, 
ril tell you every tiling bcfidc. 
Not that it boots the world a tittle, 
Whether the Author's big or little ; 
Or whether fair, or black, or brown ; 
No writer's hue concerns the town. 

I pafs the filent rural hour. 
No flave to wealth, no tool to pow'r. 
My manfion's warm, and very neat j 
You'd fay, a pretty fnuj retreat. 
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My rooms no coftly paintings grace. 
The humbler print fupplies their place. 
Behind the houfe my garden lies. 
And opens to the fouthern fkies : 
The diftant hills gay profpedfe jdeld, 
And plenty fmiles in ev'ry field. 

The faithful maftiff is my guard. 
The feather'd tribes adorn my yard; 
Alive my joy, my treat when dead. 
And their foft plumes improve my bed. 

My cow rewards me all (he can, 
(Brutes leave ingratitude to man j) 
She, daily thankful to her lord. 
Crowns with ncftareous fweets my board* 
Am I difeas'd ? — the cure is known, 
Her fweeter juices mend my own. 

I loye my houfe, and feldom roam, 
Few vifits pleafe me more than home. 
I pity that unhappy elf 
Who loves all company but felf. 
By idle paffions borne away 
To op'ra, mafquerade, or play j 

K 3 Fond 
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Fond of thofe hives where Folly reigm. 
And Britain's peers receive her chains ) 
Where the pert virgin flights a name, 
And fcorns to redden into fhame. 
But know, my feir (to whom belong 
The poet and his artlefs fong) 
When female cheeks reflife to glow, . 
Farewell to virtue here below. 
Our fex is loft to every rule. 
Our fole diftin£tion. Knave or Fool. 
*Tis to your innocence we run ; 
Save us, ye fair, or we're undone; 
Maintain your modefty and ftation, 
So Women fhall preferve the nation. 

Mothers, 'tis faid, in days of old 
Efteem'd their girls more chcxce than gold : 
Too well a daughter's worth they knew. 
To make her cheap by public view : 
(Few, who their diamonds' value weighs 
Expofe thofe diamonds ev'ry day) 
Then, if Sir Plume drew near, and fmil'd. 
The parent trembled for her child: 

T 
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The firft advance alarm'd her breaft; 
And hncy pi^ur'd all the reft. 
But now no mother fears a foe. 
No daughter Judders at a beau. 

Pleaful^ is all the reigning the^e, 
Our noon-day thought, our midnight dream. 
In Folly's chace our youths engi^e^ 
And {hamelefs crowds of tott'ring age. 
The die, the dance, th' intemperate bowl 
With various charms engrofs the foul. 
Are gold, fame, health, the terms of vice f 
The frantic tribes (hall pay the price* 
But tho' to ruin poft they run> 
They'll think it hard to be undone. 

Do not arraign my want of tafte^ 
Or fight to ken where joys are plac'd* 
They widely err, who think me bliad| 
And I difclaim a ftoic's mind. 
Like yours are my ienfations quite ; 
I only ftrive to feel aright. 
My joys, like ftreams, glide gently by, 
The' finall dieir channel, nev^ dry j 

K 4 Keep 
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Keep a ftill, even, fruitful wavcy 

And blefs the nefghb'ring meads they tave« 

My fortune (for PU mention all. 
And more than you dare tell) is fmall; 
Yet ev'ry friend* ^>artakes my ftore^ 
And Want goes fmiling from my door. 
Will forty (hillings warm the bread 
Of worth or induftry diftrefs'd ? 
This fum I chearfuUy impart; 
'Tis fourfcore pleafures to my heart. 
And you may make, by means like thefe. 
Five talents ten, whene'er you pleafe. 
*Tis true, my little purfe grows light; 
But then I fleep fo fweet at night ! 
This grand fpecific will prevail, 
When all the doctor's opiates foil. 

You afk, what party I purfue? 
Perhaps you mean^ *' Whofe fool are you ?" 
The names of party I deteft, 
Badges of flavery at beft ! 
I've too much grace to play the knave, 
And too much pride to turn a flave. 

Hove 
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I love my country from my foul. 
And grieve when knaves or fools controuL 
I'm pleas'd, when vice and folly fmart, 
Or at the gibbet or the cart : 
Yet always pity, where I can. 
Abhor the guilt, but mourn the man. 

Now the religion of your poet- 
Does not this little preface (bow it? 
My Vifions if you fcan widi care^ 
*Tis ten to one you'll find it there. 
And if my a£lions fuit my fong. 
You can't in confcience think me wrong« 



SLANDER. 
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* SLANDER. 

VISION I. 

Infcribedto Mifs^'*^^. 

Tl ^ Y lovely girl, I write for you ; 
'^^^ And pray believe my Vifiopt true f 
They'll form your mind to every grace ; 
They'll add new beauties to your fiice : 
And when old age impairs your primes 
You'll triumph o'er the fpoils of time. 

Childhood and Youth engage my pen, 
'Tis labour loft to talk to Men. 
Youth may, perhaps, reform, when wrong, 
Age will not liften to my fong. 
He who at fifty is a fool. 
Is far too ftubborn grown for fchool. 

What is that vice which ftiU prevails, 
When almoft every paffion fails i 
Which with our very dawn begun, 
Nor ends, but with our fetting fun i 

5 Which^ 
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Which, like a noxious weed, can fpoil 
The feireft flow'rs, and choak the foil ? 
'Tis Slander, — and, with fhame I own. 
The vice of human kind alone. 

Be Slander then my leading dream, 
Tho* you're a ftranger to the themie j 
Thy fofter breaft, and boncft heart, 
Scorn the defamatory art ; 
Thy foul afierts her native fkies, 
Nor aiks Detraction's wings to rite | 
In foreign fpoils let others (bine, 
Intrinfic excellence is diine. 
The bird, in peacock's plumes who fhone, 
Could plead no merit of her own : 
The fdly theft betray'd her pride, 
And fpoke her poverty befide. 

Th' infidious fland'ring thief is worfc 
Than the poor rogue who ftcals your purfe. 
Say, he purloins your glitt'ring ftore i 
Who takes your gold, takes * traih'-^-no more | 
Perhaps he pilfers — to be fed— 
Ah ! guiltlefs wretch, who fteals for bread I 

But 
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But the dark villain, who fliall aim 
To blaft) my fair, thy fpotlefs namei 
HeM fteal a precious gem away. 
Steal what both Indies can't repay ! 
Here the ftrong pleas of want are vain. 
Or the more impious pleas of gain* 
No fmking &mily to fave ! 
No gold to gkt th' infatiate knave I 

Improve the hint of Shakefpeare's tongue, 
*Twas thus immortal ♦ Shakelpearc fung. 
And truft the bard's unerring rule. 
For Nature was that poet's fchooU 

As I was nodding in my chair, 
I faw a rueful wild appear : 
No verdure met my aching fight. 
But hemlock, and cold aconite ; 
Two very pois'nous plants, 'tis true. 
But not fo bad as vice to you* 

The dreary profpedl fpread around ! 
Deep ihow had whiten'd all the ground ! 

• Odiello. 

Abla 
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A black and barren mountain nigh, 

Exposed to evVy friendlefe (ky ! 

Here foul-mouth'd Slander lay reclined. 

Her fnaky trefles hifsM behind : 

<« * A bloated toad-ftool rais'd her head, 

" The plumes of ravens were her bed ;'* 

She fed upon the viper's brood. 

And flak'd her impious thirft with blood. 

The rifing fun and weftem ray 
Were witneis to her diftant fway. 
The tyrant claimed a mightier hoft 
Than the proud Perfian e'er could boaft. 
No conqueft gracM Darius* fon f ; 
By his own numbers half undone ! 
Succefs attended Slander's pow'r. 
She reap'd frefh laurels ev'ry hour. 

• Garth's Difpenfary, 

f Xerxes, king of Perlia, and Ton of Darius. He in- 
aded Greece with an army connding of more than a million 
f men (fome fay more than two millions) who, together with 
beir cattle, perifhed in great meafure through the inability of 
tie countries to fupply fuch a vail hoft with provilion. 

Her 
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Her troops a deeper fcsurlet wore 
Than ever armies knew before* 

No plea diverts the fury's rage. 
The fury fpares nor fex nor age. 
£v*n merit, widi deftru(%ve cbanns. 
Provokes the vengeance of her arms. 

Whene'er the tyrant founds to war. 
Her canker'd trump is heard afar. 
Pride, with a heart unknown to yield. 
Commands in chief, and guides the field. 
He ftalks with vaft gigantic ftride. 
And fcatters fear and ruin wide. 
So th' impetuous torrents fweep 
At once whole nations to the deep. 

Revenge, that bafe * Hefperian, known 
A chief fupport xjf Sbnder's throne, 
Amidft the bloody crowd is feen. 
And treach'ry brooding in his mien ; 
Tile monfter often changM his gait, 
liM rcTolvM and fix'd as fate. 



* BrfpHrta indndes Italy at well as Spain, and the inl 
nil of both are remarkable for their revengeful difpofitio 
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Thus the fdl kite, ^vfaom himgier (Ungs,. 
Now flowly moves his outftretch*d wingji ; 
Now fwift as lightning bears awaj,. 
And darts upon his trembling pcey« 

Envy commands a fecret band. 
With fword and poifou in her hand* 
Around her haggard eye-balls roU ; 
A thoufand fiends poflefs her fouU 
The artful, unfiifpeded f^ght 
With fatal aim attacks by nighti 
Her troops advance with iilent trcad» 
And ftab the hero in his bed ; 
Or {hoot the wing'd malignant lie. 
And female honours pine and die. 
So prowling wolves, when darkiie& reignsy 
Intent on murder fi:our the plains i 
Approach the folds, where lambs rq)ofe, 
Whofe guilelefs breafts MpeA no foes i 
The favage gluts his fierce de(ire% 
And bleating innocence expires. 

Slander finiFd hcMrribiy, to view 
How wide her daily conquefts grfw : 

Around 
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Around the crowded levees wai^ 
Like oriental flaves of ftate : 
Of either fex whole armies pre&'d. 
But chiefly of the fair and heft. 

Is it a breach of friendihip's law 
To fay what female friends I (aw I 
Slander afTumes the idol's part^ 
And claims the tribute of the heart. 
The beft, in fome unguarded hour. 
Have bow'd the knee, and ownM her pow'r« 
Then let the poet not reveal 
What candour wifhes to conce^. 

If I beheld fome faulty fair. 
Much worfe delinquents crowded there r 
Prelates in (acred lawn I faw, 
Grave phyfic, and loquacious law ; 
Courtiers, like fummer fli^s, abound % 
And hungry poets fwarm around. 
But now my partial ftory ends. 
And makes my females full amends. 

If Albion's ifle fuch dreams fulfils, 
*TU Albion's iile which cures thefe ills -, 

Fen 
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Fertile of every worth and grace. 
Which warm the heart, and flufli the faCc. 

Fancy difclos'd a fmiling train 
Of Britifli nymphs, that tripp'd the plain : 
Good-nature firft, a fylvan queen, 
AttirM in robes of chearful green : 
A fair and fmiling virgin (he ! 
With ev'ry charm that fhines in thee. 
Prudence affum'd the chief command. 
And bore a mirrour in her hand ; 
Grey was the matron's head by age, 
Her mind by long experience fage ; 
Of every diftant ill afraid, • 
And anxious for the fimp'ring maid. 
The Graces danc'd before the feir; 
And white-rob'd Innocence was there. 
The trees with golden fruits were crown'd, 
And rifing flow'rs adorn'd the ground -, 
The fun difplay'd each brighter ray. 
And (hone in all the pride of day. 

When Slander ficken'd at the fight, 
And (kulk'd away to fhun the light. 
Vol.!. L PLEASURE. 
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PLEASURE. 

VISION II. 
XT EAR, ye fair mothers of our ifle^ 
-■- -*• Nor fcorn your poet's homely ftyle. 
What tho' my thoughts be quaint or ncw> 
I'll warrant that my dodlrine's true : 
Or if my fentiments be old, 
Remember, truth is fterling gold. 

You judge it of important weight. 
To keep your rifing offspring ftrait : 
For this fuch anxious moments feel. 
And a(k the friendly aids of fteel : 
For this import the diftant cane. 
Or flay the monarch of the main. 
And fhall the foul be warp'd afide 
By paffion, prejudice, and pride ? 
Deformity of heart I call 
The worft deformity of all. 
Your cares to Body are confin'd, 

Few fear obliquity of Mind, 

Wh 
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Why not adorn the better part ? 
This is a nobler theme for art. 
For what is form, or what is face. 
But the foul^s index, or its cafe ? 

Now take a fimile at hand, 
Compare the mental foil to land. 
Shall fields be tilPd with annual care. 
And minds lie fallow ev*ry year ? 
O fince the crop depends on you. 
Give them the culture which is due : 
Hoe every weed, and drefe the foil, 
So harveft (hall repay your toil. 

If human minds refemble trees, 
(As every moralift agrees) 
Prune all the ftragglers of your vine. 
Then fhall the purple clufters Chine. 
The gard'ner knows, that fruitful life 
Demands his falutary knife : 
For ev'ry wild luxuriant flioot. 
Or robs the bloom, or ftarves the fruit. 

A * fatirift in Roman times. 
When Rome> like Britain, groan'd with crimes, 

• Pcrfius, 

L 2 Afferts 
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Afferts it for a facred truth, 
That Pleafurcs are the bane of youth : 
That forrows fuch purfuits attend. 
Or fuch purfuits in forrows end : 
That all the wild advent'rer gains 
Are perils, penitence, and pains. 

Approve, ye fair, the Roman page, 
And bid your fons revere the fage i 
In ftudy fpend their midnight oil, 
And firing their nerves by manly toil. 
Thus (hall they grow like Temple wife. 
Thus future Lockes and Newtons rife 5 
Or hardy chiefs to wield the lance. 
And fave us from the chains of France. 
Yes, bid your fons betimes forego 
Thofe treach'rous paths were Pleafures grow ; 
Where the young mind is Folly's flave, 
Where every virtue finds a grave. 

Let each bright character be nam*d^ 
For wifdom or for valour famM : 
Are the dear youths to fcicnce prone ? 
Tell, how th* immortal Bacon (hone \ 

Who, 
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Who, leaving meaner joys to kings, 
Soar'd Jiigh on contemplation's wings ; 
Rang'd the fair fields of nature o'er, 
Where never mortal trod before : 
Bacon ! whofe vaft capacious plan 
Befpoke him angel, more than man ! 

Does love of martial fame infpire ? 
Cherilh, ye fair, the gen'rous fire ; 
Teach them to fpurn inglorious reft, 
And roufe the hero in their breaftj 
Paint Creffy's vanquifli'd field anew. 
Their fouls fliall kindle at the view j 
Refolv'd to conquer or to fall. 
When Liberty and Britain call. 
Thus {hall they rulelthe crimfon plain. 
Or hurl their thunders thro' the main ; 
Gain with their blood, nor grudge die coft, 
What their degen'rate fires have loft : 
The laurel thus fhall grace their brow. 
As Churchill's once, or Warren's now. 

One fummer's evening as I ftray'd 
Along the filent moon-light glade, 

L 3 .With 
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Widi thefe reflections in my breaft. 
Beneath an oak I funk to reft ; 
A gentle flumber intervenes, 
And fancy drefs'd inftruftive fcenes. 

Methought a fpacious road I Tpy'd, 
And ftately trees adorn'd its fide ; 
Frequented by a giddy crowd 
Of thoughtlefs mortals, vain and loud; 
Who tripp'd with jocund heel along, 
And bade me join their fmiling throng. 

I ftrait obey'd — ^Perfuafion hung 
Like honey on the fpeaker's tongue. 
A cloudlefs fun improv'd the day, 
And pinks and rofes ftrewM our way. 

Now as our journey we purfuc, 
A beauteous fabric rofe to view, 
A ftately dome, and fweetly grac'd 
With ev'ry ornament of tafte. 
This ftrudure was a female's claim. 
And Pleafure was the monarch's name. 

The hall we enter'd uncontroul'd. 
And law the queen enthroned on gold; 



Ara 
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Arabian fweets perfumM the ground^ . 
And laughing Cupids flutter'd round ; 
A flowing veft adorn'd the fair, 
And flow'ry chaplets wreath'd her hair : 
Fraud taught the queen a thoufand wiles, 
A thoufand foft infidious fmiles ; 
Love taught her lifping tongue to (peak, 
And form'd the dimple in her cheek j 
The lily and the damafk rofe, 
The tindhire of her face compofe; 
Nor did the god of Wit difdain 
To mingle with the fhining train. 

Her vot'ries flock from various parts, 
And chiefly youth refign'd their hearts ; 
The old in fparing numbers prefs'd, 
But awkward devotees at befl-. 

Now let us range at large, we cry'd. 
Thro' all the garden's boafted pride. 
Here jafmines fpread die filver flow'r, 
To deck the wall, or weave the bow'r ; 
The woodbines mix in am'rous play, 
And breathe their fragrant lives away. 

L 4 Here 
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Here rifing m]ntles form a (hade, 
There rofes bluih, and fcent the glade. 
The orange, with a vernal face, 
Wears ev'ry rich autumnal grace ; 
While the young bloflbms here unfold. 
There fhines the fruit like pendent gold. 
Citrons their balmy fweets exhale, 
And triumi^ in the diftant gale. 
Now fountains, murm'ring to the fong. 
Roll their tranilucent ftreams along. 
Thro' all the aromatic groves, 
The faithful turtles coo their loves. 
The lark afcending pours his notes. 
And linnets fwell their rapt'rous throats. 

Pleafure, imperial fair ! how gay 
Thy empire, and how wide thy fway ! 
Enchanting queen! how foft thy reign ! 
How man, fond man ! implores thy chain ! 
Yet thine each meretricious art. 
That weakens, and corrupts the heart. 
The childifh toys and wanton page 
Which fmk and proftitute the ftage ! 



The 
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The mafquerade, that juft offence 

To virtue, and reproach to fenfe ! 

The midnight dance, the mantling bowl. 

And all that diffipate the foul ; 

All that to ruin man combine. 

Yes, fpecious harlot, all are thine ! 

Whence fprung th' accurfed luft of play. 
Which beggars thouiands in a day ? 
Speak, forc'refs, fpealc (for thou canft tell) 
Who call'd the treach'rous card from hell ? 
Now man profanes his reasoning pow'rs. 
Profanes fweet friendfliip's lacred hours; 
Abandoned to inglorious ends. 
And faithlefs to himfelf and friends ; 
A dupe to ev'ry artful knave, 
To ev'ry abjeft wifh a flave; 
But who againft himfelf combines. 
Abets his enemy's defigns. 
When Rapine meditates a blow, 
He (hares the guilt who aids the foe. 
Is man a thief who fteals my pelf ? 
How great his theft, who robs himfelf! 
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Is man, who galls his friend, a cheat I 
How heinous then is ielf-deceit I 
Is murder juflly deemM a crime } ' 
How black his guilt, who murders time ! 
Shou'd cuftom plead, as cuftom will. 
Grand precedents to palliate ill, 
^ Shall modes and forms avail with me, • 
When Reafon difavows the plea ? 
Who games, is felon of his wealth, 
His time, his liberty, his health. 
Virtue forfakes his fordid mind, 
And Honour fcorns to ftay behind. 
From man when thefc bright cherubs part. 
Ah ! what's the poor deferted heart ? 
A favage wild that fhocks the fight, 
Or chaos, and impervious night ! 
Each gen'rous principle deftroy'd, 
And dsemons crowd the frightful void ! 

Shall Slam's elephant fupply 
The baneful defclating die ? 
Againft the honeft fylvan's will, 
You taught his iv'ry tuflc to kill. 

Heav'n, 
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Hcav'n, fond its favours to difpenfc, 
Gave him that weapon for defence. 
That weapon, for his guard defign'd, 
You rendered fatal to mankind- 
He plann'd no death for thoughtlefs youth, 
You gave the venom to his tooth. 
Blufli, tyrant, blufh, for oh ! 'tis true 
That no fell ferpent bites like you. 

The guefts were order'd to depart, 
Relu£bnce fat on ev'ry heart : 
A porter fliew'd a different door. 
Not the fair portal known before ! 
The gates, methought, were open'd wide, 
The crowds defcended in a tide. 
But oh ! ye heav'ns, what vaft furprize 
Struck the advent'rers* frighted eyes ! 
A barren heath before us lay. 
And gathering clouds obfcur'd the day ; 
The darknefs rofe in fmoky fpires ; 
The lightnings flafli'd their livid fires : 
Loud peals of thunder rent the air. 
While Vengeance chill'd our' hearts with fear. 

Five 
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Five ruthlefs tyrants fway'd the plain^ 
And triumphed o'er the mangled flain. 
Here fat Diftafte, with fickly ipien, 
And more than half-devour*d with fpleen ; 
There Aood Remorfe, with thought oppreft^ 
And vipers feeding on his breaft: 
Then Want, dejeded, pale, and thin. 
With bones juft ftarting thro' his fkinj 
A ghaftly fiend \ — and clofe behind 
Difeafe, his aching head redin'd ! 
His cverlafting thirft confefs'd 
The fires, which rag'd within his breaft : 
Death, dos'd the train ! the hideous form 
Smil'd unrelenting in the ftorm : 
When ftrait a doleful {hriek was heard ; 
I 'woke— The vifion difappear'd. 

Let not the unexperienc*d boy 
Deny that Plcafures will deftroyj 
Or fay that dreams are vain and wild. 
Like fairy tales, to pleafe a child. 
Important hints the wife may reap 
From (allies of the foul in fleep. 

And 
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And, fincc there's meaning in my dream. 
The moral merits your efteera. 



HEALTH. 
VISION m. 

A TTEND my Vifions, thoughtlefs youths, 
^ ^ Ere long you'll think them weighty truths; 
Prudent it were to think fo now j 
Ere age has filver'd o'er your brow : 
For he, who at his early years 
Has fown in vice, (hall reap in tears. 
If folly has poffefs'd his prime, 
Difeafe fhall gather ftrength in time ; 
Poifon ihall rage in ev'ry vein,— 
Nor penitence dilute the ftain : 
And when each hour (hall urge his fate, 
Thought, like the dodor, comes too late* 

The fubjeft of my fong is Health, 
A good fuperior hi to wealth. 

Can 
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Can the young mind difiruft its wordi I 
Confult the monarchs of the earth : 
Imperial czars, and fultans, own 
No gem fo bright, that decks their throne : 
Each for this pearl his crown would quit, 
And turn a ruftic, or a cit. 

Mark, tho' the bleiSng's loft with eai^ 
'Tis not recovered when you pleafe. 
Say. not that gruels fhall avail. 
For falutary gruels fail. 
Say not, Apollo's fons fucceed, 
Apollo's fon is Egypt's * reed. 
How fruitlefs the phyfician's fldll. 
How vain the penitential pill. 
The marble monuments proclaim. 
The humbler turf confirms the fame ! 
Prevention is the better cure, 
So fays the proverb, and 'tis fure. 

Would you extend your narrow (pan. 
And make the moft of life you can ; 

• In allufion to % Kings xviii. 21. 

Wou 
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Would you, when med'cines cannot favc, 
Defcend with eafe into the grave ; 
Calmly retire, like evening light, 
And chearful bid the world good-night ? 
Let temp'rance conftantly prefide. 
Our beft phyfician, friend, and guide ! 
Would you to wifdom make pretence, 
Proud to be thought a man of ki^e i 
Let temp'rance (always friend to fame) 
With fteady hand direcft your aim j 
Or, like an archer in the dark, 
Your random fhaft will mifs the mark : 
For they who flight her golden rules. 
In wifdom*s volume ftand for fools. 

But morals, unadorned by art. 
Are feldom known to reach the heart. 
I'll therefore ftrive to raife my theme 
With all the fcenery of dream. 

Soft were my flumbers, fweet my reft, 
Such as the infant's on the breafl ; 
When Fancy, ever on the wing. 
And fruitful as the genial fpring, 

5 Prcfentcd, 
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Prefcnted, in a blaze of light, 
A new creation to my fight. 

A rural landfcape I dtfcry'd, 
Dreft In the robes of fummer pride j 
The herds adorn'd the floping hills, 
That glitter'd with their tinkling rills ; 
Below the fleecy mothers ftray'd, 
And round their fportive lambkins play*d# 

Nigh to a murmuring brook I faw 
An humble cottage thatched with ftraw $ 
Behind, a garden that fupply'd 
All things for ufe, and none for pride: 
Beauty prevail'd thro' ev'ry part. 
But more of nature dian of art. 

Hail, thou fweet, calm, unenvied feat ! 
I (aid, and blefs'd the fair retreat : 
Here would I pafs my remnant days. 
Unknown to cenfure, or to praife ; 
Forget the world, and be forgot. 
As Pope defcribes his vcftal's lot. 

While thus I musM, a beauteous maid 
Stept from a thicket's neighb'rinjr (hade f 



Nc 
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Not Hampton's gallery can boafl-, 
Nor Hudfon paint (6 iair a toaft : 
She claimed the cottage for her own^ 
To Health a cottage is a dirone. 

The annals fay (to prove her worth) 
The Graces foleitiniz'd her birth. 
Garlands of various flow'rs they wrought^ 
The orchard's bluflilng pride they brought : 
Hence in her face the lily fpeaks, 
And hence the rofe which paints her cheeks } 
The cherry gave her lips to glow. 
Her eyes were debtors to the floe ; 
And, to compleat the lovely fair, 
'Tis faid, the chefiiut ftain*d her hair. 

The virgin was averfe to courts. 
But often feen in rural fports : 
When in her rofy veft the mcM-n 
Walks o*er die dew-befpangled lawn, 
The nymph is firfl: to form the race, 
Or wind the horn, and lead the chace* 

Sudden I heard a (houting train, 
Glad acclamations fiU'd the plain ; 
Vot, L M Unbounded 
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Unbounded joy improvM the fcene. 
For Health was loud proclaimed a queen. 

Two fnT^iling cherubs gracM her throne^ 
(To n:odern courts, I fear, unknown ;) 
One v/as the nymph, that loves the li^t^ 
Fair Innocence, arrayed in white ; 
With fifter Peace in clofe embrace. 
And hcav'n all opening in her face. 

The reign was long, the empire grea^ 
And Virtue, minifter of ftate. 
In other kingdoms, ev'ry hour. 
You hear of vice preferr'd to pow'r : 
Vice was a perfcft ftranger here : 
No knaves engrofs'd the royal car : 
No fools obtained this monarch's grace ; 
Virtue difposM of ev*ry place. 

What fickly appetites are ours, 
Still varying with the varying hours ! 
And tho' from good to bad we range, 
«« No matter," fays the fool, « 'tis change," 

Her fubjcds now exprefs'd apace 
DKTatisfadion in their face : 

5 Some 
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Some view the ftate with envy's eye, 
Some were difpleas'd, they knew not why : 
When Faftion, ever bold and vain, 
With rigour tax'd their monarch's reign* 
Thus, fhould an angel from above, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 
Defcend to earth, and here impart 
Important truths to mend the heart ; 
Would not th' inftrudlive gueft difpenfc 
With paffion, appetite, and fenfe, 
We fhould his heav'nly lore defpife, 
And fend him to his former fkies. 

A dang'rous hoftile power arofe 
To Health, whofe houfliold were her foes : 
A harlot's loofe attire fhe wore, 
And Luxury the name flic bore. 
This princefs of unbounded fway. 
Whom Afia's fofter fons obey. 
Made war againft the queen of Health, 
Aflifted by the troops of Wealth. 

The queen w^s firft to take the field, 
Arm'd with her helmet and her fliield j 

M 2 Temper'd 
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Tcmpcr'd with fuch fuperior art, 

That both were proof to cv'ry dart» 

Two warlike chiefs approach'd the grccn^ 

And wondrous fav'rites with the queex^ : 

Both were of Amazonian race. 

Both high in merit, and in place^ 

Here, Refplution march'd, whofe foul 

No fear could fhake, no ppw'r controul ^ 

The heroine wore a Roman veft, 

A lion's heart informed her breaft. 

There Prudence (hone, whofe bpfom wrought 

With all the various plans of thought ; 

*Twas her's to bid the troops engage, 

And teach the battle where to rage. 

And now the Siren's armies prefe. 
Their van was headed by Excefs : 
The mighty wings, (hat form'd the fide, 
Commanded by that giant Pride : 
While Sicknefsjj and her fifters Pain 
And Poverty, the ceiitre gain : 
Repentance, with a brow fevere, 
And Death, were ftatipn'd in the rear. 

Health 
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Heald} rasg'd her trcx>ps witii matchle^ art> 
And aflcd liie defenfive part : 
Her army pofted on a hill, 
PLtin] J beipoke fuperior fkiU : 
Hence were di£:over'd thro* the plain^ 
The modons of the boftile train : 
While Prudence, to prevent furprize. 
Oft lallyM with her tnifty Ipies j 
ExplcM^d each ambuTcade below. 
And reconnoitred well the foe. 

Afar when Luxury dcfcry'd 
Inferior force by art fupply*d, 
The Siren fpake — ^Let fraud prevail^ 
Since all my numerous hofts muft fail ; 
Henceforth hoftilities fhall ceafe, 
rU fend to Health and offer peace. 
Strait flie difpatch'd, with powVs compleat> 
Pleafure, her minifter, to treat. 
This wicked ftrumpet topp'd her part, 
And fow'd fedition in the heart i 
Thro* ev'ry troop the poifon ran, 
All were infe^d to a man. 

M 3 The 
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The wary generals were won 

By Pleafure's wiles, and both undone. 

Jove held the troops in high difgrace^ 
And bade difeafes blaft their race ; 
Look'd on the quee^h with melting eyes> 
And fiiatch'd his darling to the fkies : 
Who ftill regards thofe wifer few, 
That dare her diftates to purfue. 
For where her ftrifter law prevails^ 
Tho' Paflion prompts, or Vice affailsj 
Long fhall the cloudlefs flcies behold. 
And their calm fun-fet beam with gold. 
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VISION IV. 

Tl ^ AN is deceived by outward (how— 
1.TX jyig ^ pj^j^ homefpun truth, I know, 
The fraud prevails at tv^Ty age, 
So fays the fchool-boy and the fage ; 

Yet 
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Yet fiill we hug the dear deceit. 
And ftill exclaim againft the cheat. 
But whence this inconfiftent part ? 
Say, moi'alifts, who know the keart : 
If you'll this labyrinth purfue, 
I'll go before, and find the clue. 

I dreatnt ('twas on a birth-day night) 
A fumptuous palace tok to fight} 
The builder had, thro* ev'ry part, 
Obferv'd the chafteft rules of art ; 
Raphael and Titian had difplay'd 
All the fiill force of light and fliadc : 
Around the livery'd fervants wait ; 
An aged porter kept the gate. 

As I was traverfing the hall. 
Where Bruflels' looms adorned the wall, 
(Whofe tap'ftry fliews, without my aid, 
A nun is no fuch ufelefs maid) 
A graceful perfon came in view 
(His form, it fccms, is known to few j) 
His drefs was unadorn'd with Jaccj 
But channs ! a thoufand in his face. 

M + This, 
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This, fir, your property ? I cry'd— t 
Mafter and manfion coincide : 
Where aJl, indeed, is truly great. 
And proves, that blifs may dwell widi ftate* 
Fray, fir, indulge a ftranger's ckioi, 
And grant the favour of your name. 

** Content," the lovely form reply'd ; 
But think not here that I refide : 
Here lives a courtier, bafe and fly i 
An open, honeft ruftic, L 
Our tafte and nuumers diiagree^ 
His levee boafts no charms for me : 
For titles, and the fmiles of kings. 
To me are cheap unheeded things. 
('Tis virtue can alone impart 
The patent of a ducal heart : 
Unlefs this herald fpeaks him great. 
What fhall avail the glare of ftate ?) 
Thofe fecret charms are my delight. 
Which fhine remote from public fight: 
Paffions fubdu'd, defires at reft— 
And hence hiis chaplain ibares my breaftr 

The 
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There was a time (his grace can tell) 
I knew the duke exceedii^ well ; 
Knew ev'ry fecret of his heart; 
In truth, we never were apart: 
But when the court became his end. 
He turnM his back upon his friend. 

One day I call'd upoD his graces 
Juft as the duke had got a place : 
I thought (but thought amiis, 'ds dear) 
I fhou'd be welcome to the peer. 
Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r ; 
And fo I was — ^for half an hour. 
But he grew weary of his gueft, 
And foon difcarded me his breaft ; 
Upbraided me with want of merit, 
But moft for poverty of fpirit. 

You relilh not the great man's lot? 
Come, haften to my humbler cot. 
Think me not partial to die great, 
I'm a fwom foe to pride and ftate ; 
No monarchs fhare my kind embrace, 
There's fcarce a monarch knows my fecc : 

Content 
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Content fhuns courts, and oft'ner dwells 

With modeft worth in rural cells ; 

There's no complaint, tho' brown the bread. 

Or the rude turf fuftain the head ; 

Tho' hard the couch, and coarfe the meat> 

Still the brown loaf and fleep are fweet. 

Far from the city I refide. 
And a thatch'd cottage all my pride. 
True to my heart, I fcldom roam, 
Becaufe I find my joys at home ; 
For foreign vifits then begin, ' 

When the man feels a void within. 

But tho' from towns and crowds I fly. 
No humorift, nor cynic, I. 
Amidft fcquefter'd fhades I prize 
The friendfliips of the good and wife. 
Bid Virtue and her fons attend, 
Virtue will tell thee I'm her friend : 
Tell thee, I'm faithful, conftant, kind^ 
And meek, and lowly, and refign'd j 
Will fay, there's no difrlndlion known 
Betwixt her houflaold and my own. 

Author.] 
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Author.] If thefe the friendfliips you purfue, 
Your friends, I fear, are very few. 
So little company, you fay. 
Yet fond of home from day to day ? 
How do you (hun detraftion's rod ? 
I doubt your neighbours think you odd ! 

Content.] I commune with myfelf at night. 
And afk my heart if all be right : 
If, « Right," replies my faithful breaft, 
I fmile, and clofe my eyes to reft. 

Author.] You feem regardlefs of the town: 
Pray, fir, how ftand you with the gown ? 

Content.] The clergy fay they love me well. 
Whether they do, they beft can tell : 
They paint me modeft, friendly, wife. 
And always praife me to the ikies ; 
But if conviction's at the heart, 
Why not a correfpondent part ? 
For (hall the learned tongue prevail, 
If aftions preach a different tale ? 
Who'll feek my door or grace my walls. 
When neither dean nor prelate calls ? 

With 
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With thofe my fricndfhips moft obtain^ 
Who prize their duty more than gain ; 
Soft flow the hours whene'er we meety 
And confcious virtue is our treat ; 
Our harmlefs breafts no enyy knoWy 
And hence we fear no fecret foe j 
Our walks Ambition ne'er attends. 
And hence we afk no powerful friends ; 
We wifli the beft to church and ftatc. 
But leave the fteerage to the great; 
Carelefs, who rifes, or who falls,, 
And never dream of vacant flails ; 
Much lefs, by pride or int'reft drawn. 
Sigh for the mitre, and the lawn, 

Obferve the fecrets of my art, 
ril fundamental truths impart : 
If you'll my kind advice purfue, 
ril quit my hut, and dwell with you. 

The paflions are a numerous crowd, 
Imperious, pofitive, and loud : 
Curb thefe licentious fons of ftrife ; 

Hence chiefly rife the ftorms of life : 

* It 
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If they grow mutinous, and rave, 
They arc thy mafters, thou their flave. 

Regard the world with cautious eye, 
Nor raife your expe£fation high, 
3ce that the balanc'd fcales be fuch, 
You neither fear nor hope too much* 
For difappolntment*s not the thing, 
*Tis pride and pafSon point the fting. 
Life is a fea where ftorms muft rife, 
'Tis Folly talks of cloudlefs (kies : 
He who contrafts his fwelling fail, 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 

Be ftill, nor anxious thoughts employ, 
Diftnift embitters prefent joy : 
On God for all events depend ; 
You cannot want when God's your friend. 
Weigh well your part, and do your beft ; 
Leave to your Maker all the reft. 
The hand which form'd thee in the womb. 
Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 
Can the fond mother flight her boy ; 
(Pan fhe forget her prattling joy ? 

Say 
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Say then, (hall Sov'rcign Love dcfcrt 
The humble, and the honeft heart i 
Heav'n may not grant thee all thy mind; 
Yet fay not thou that Hcav'n's unkind. 
God is alike, both good and wife. 
In what he grants, and what denies : 
Perfiaps, what goodncfs gives to-day. 
To-morrow goodnefs takes away. 

You fey, that troubles intervene. 
That forrows darken half the fcene. 
True — and this confequencc you fee, 
The world was ne'er defign'd for thee : 
You're like a paflenger below, 
That ftays perhaps a night or fo ; 
But ftill his native country lies 
Beyond the boundaries of the ikies. 

Of Heav'n a(k virtue, wifdom, health. 
But never let thy pray'r be wealth. 
If food be thine, (tho* little gold) 
And raiment to repel the cold ; 
Such as may nature's wants fuffice, 
Not what from pride and folly rife j 
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If foft the motions of thy foul, 

And a calm ronfcicncc crowns the whole j 

Add but a friend to all this (lore, 

You can't in rcafon wifli for more : 

And if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 

'Tis more than IJcav'n bcdows on Icings. 

He fpakc— the airy fpc£lrc flies, 
And firait the fweet illufion dicM* 
The vifion, at die early dawn, 
Confign'd me to tlic thouj^^htful morn s 
To all the cares of waking clay. 
And inconfiitcnt dreams of day^ 



HAPWNESS. 



I 176 ] 



HAPPINESS. 
VISION V. 

^r £ duSOe youths, whofe rifing fun 
-^ Hatfa many circles ftill to run ; 
Who wiMy wifh die pilpt's chart, 
To ftecT thro' life th' unfteady heart ; 
And all die thoughtful voyage paft^ 
To gain a happy port at laft : 
Attend a Seer's inftni^ve fong, 
For moral truths to dreams belong, 

I (kw this wondrous vifion (bon. 
Long ere my fun had reach'd its noon i 
Juft when the rifing beard began 
To grace my chin, and call me man. 

One night, when balmy flumbers (hed 
Their peaceful poppies o'er my head. 
My fancy led me to explore 
A thoufand fcenes unknown before. 

If; 
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I Jaw a plain extended wide, 
And crowds pour'd in from ev'ry fide : 
All feem'd to ftart a diflPrent game, 
Yet all declarM their views the fame : 
The chace was Happinefs, I found, 
But all, alas ! enchanted ground. 

Indeed I judgM it wondrous ttrange. 
To fee the giddy numbers range 
Thro' roads, which promis'd nough^ at beft, 
But forrow to the human breaft* 
Metfaought, if blifs was all their view, 
Why did they different paths purfue? 
The waking world has long agreed, 
That Bagfliot's not the road to Tweed : 
And he who Berwick feeks thro' Staines, 
Shall have his labour for his pains. 

As Parnel * fays, my bofom wrought 
With travail of uncertain thought : 
And, as an angel help'd the dean. 
My angel chofe to intervene; 
The dreis of each was much the fame, 
And Virtue was my feraph's name. 
• The Hermit. 
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When thus the angel fUence brokcy 
(Her voiop was mufic as (he fpoke.) 

Attend, O man, nor leaye my ildey 
And fifetj (ball thy footfteps guide ; 
Such truths TU teach, fucb fecrets (how. 
As none but favoured mortals know. 

She faid-^and ftrait we march'd along 
To join Ambition's a<aive throng : 
Crowds urg'd on crowds with, eager pace,. 
And happy he who led the race. 
Axes and daggers lay unfeen 
In ambufcade along the green; 
While vapours (bed deluiive light. 
And bubbles mock'd the diftant fight. 

We (aw a (hining mountain rife, 
Whofe tow'ring fummit reach'd the (kies : 
The dopes were fteep, and form'd of gkfs. 
Painful and hazardous to pafs ; 
Courtiers and ftatefmen led the way. 
The faithlefs paths their fteps betray; 
This moment feen aloft to foar. 
The next to fall and rife no more. 

'Tw 
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*Twas here Ambitipfi kept her cour^ .. . }. . ; 
A phantom of gigantic port r - •. 

The fev'rite that fuftain'd her tjirpnc, 

Was Falfehpqdi by;her vizai4:knownj ^ , j::,.j> 
NextJftpod.Miftru^with fre^ r 

Diforder'd look^ and fq^iiinting ,e^; ,> ,, ^^ ,.; .t 
While meagre Envy daim'd apj^^e,^ i p _ - 
And Jealoufy with jaundiced face. f r 

But where is Happinefe ? I ciy'd* . r -. 
My guardian turn'd, and thus repjy'i 

Mortal, by folly ftill beguil'd^j 
Thou haft not yet outftripp'd the child i ^ 

Thou, who haft twenty winters feen, 
(I hardly think thee paft fifteen) 
To alk if Happinefs can dwell 
With every dirty imp of hell ! 
Go to the fchool-boy, he fliall preach, 
What twenty winters cannot teach j 
He'll tell thee, from his weekly theme. 
That thy purfuit is all a dream : 
That Blifs ambitious yiews difowns. 
And felf-dependent, laughs at thrones } 

N 2 Prefew 
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Prefers die fhades and lowly fettSt 
Whither fidr Innocence retreats : 
So the C07 lily of the yalei 
Shuns eminence, and loves the dale. 

I blufliM i and now we cfds'd the phii^ 
To find the money-getting train ; 
Thole filent, fiing, commercial bandt^ 
With bufy looks, and dirty hands. 
Amidft tfaeTe dKMightful crowds die old 
Phc*d all their Happine& in gold* 
And furdy, if there's blifi bdo w, 
Thefe hoary heads die fecret know. 

We joumcy'd widi die plodding crew. 
When foon a temple rofe to view : 
A Gothic pile, with mofs o'ergrown; 
Strong were the walls, and built with ftone. 
Without a thoufand maftifis wait : 
A thoufand bolts fecure the gate. 
We fought admiflion long in vain ; 
For here all favours fell for gain : 
The greedy porter jrields to gold, 
His fee received, the gates unfold* 

5 Afleml 
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Ailembled nations here we found. 
And view'd the cringing herds around, 
Who daily fiicrific'd to Wealth, 
Their honour, confcience, peace, and health. 
I (aw no charms that could engage ; 
The God appear'd like fordid age. 
With hooked nofe, and iamiih'd jaws. 
But ferpents' eyes and harpies' claws : 
Behind ftood Fear, that reftlefs fpright. 
Which haunts the watches of the night ; 
And Viper-Care, that ftings fo deep, 
Whofe deadly venom murders fleep* 

We haften now to Pleafure's bowers ; 
Where the gay tribes fat crown'd with flow'rs : 
Here Beauty every charm difplay'd, 
And Love inflam'd the yielding maid : 
Delicious Wine our tafte employs, ' 
His crimfon bowl exalts our joys : 
I felt its gen'rous pow'r, and thought 
The pearl was found, that long I fought. 
Determin'd here to fix my home, 
I blels'd the change, nor wifh'd to roam : 

N 3 The 



^T H A P P I N E S S. 

The Seraph di&pprovM my ftay, 

Spread her fur plumes, and wing'd away. 
Alas ! whene'er we tslk of Wife, 

How prone is man to judge amifs ! 

See, a long train of ills cohfpires 

To fcourge our uncontroul'd defires. 

Like fummer (Warms^ Difeafes crowd. 

Each bears a crutch, or each a fhroud : 

Fever ! that thi'rfty fury, came. 

With incxtinguiihable flame ; 

Confumption, fworn ally of Death ! * 
Crept flowly on with panting breath ; 
Gout roar'd, and fliew'd his throbbing feet ; 
And D'ropfy took thfe drunkard-s^feat': 
Stone brought his tort'ring racks j and near 
Sat Palfy (hakirig in her chair ! 

A mangled youth, beneath a fhade, 
A melancholy fcene difplay'd: 
His nofelefs face, and loathfonie ftains, 
Proclaimed the poifon in his veins ; ' 
He rais'd his eyes, he fmote his breaft, 
He wept aloud, and thus addrefs'd : ' 

Forb< 
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Forbear the harlot's falfe embrace, 
Tho* X'ewdnefs wear an angel's face. 
Be wife, by my experience taught, 
I die, alas ! for want of thought. 

As he, who travels Lybia's plains, ' 

Where the fierce lion lawlefe reigns, 
Is feiz'd with fear and wiW difmay. 
When the grim foe obftrufts his way: 
My foul was pierc'd with equal fright. 
My tott'ring limbs oppos'd my flight 5 
I caird on Virtue, but in vain. 
Her abfence quicken'd every pain : 
At length the flighted angel heard. 
The dear refulgent form appear'd. 

Prefumptuou? youth ! (he faid, and firown'd j 
(My heart-ftrings flutterM at the found) 
Who turns to me reliiftant ears. 
Shall Ihed repeated floods of tears. 
Thefe rivers Ihall for ever laft, 
There's no retracing what is paft : 
Nor think avenging ills to fhun j 
Play a falfe card, and you're undone. 

N 4 Of 
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Of Plcafurc's glided baits beware. 
Nor tempt the Syren's fatal Ihare : 
Forego this curs'd, detefted place. 
Abhor the ftrumpet, and her race : 
Had you thofe fofter paths purfu'd. 
Perdition, ftripling, had enfu'd : 
Yes, fl y y ou ftand upon its brink ; 
To-morrow is too late to think* 

Indeed unwelcome truths I tell. 
But mark my (acred leflbn well : 
J With me iiriioever lives at ftrife, 
Lofes his better friend for life j 
With me who lives in friendfhip's ties, 
Finds all that's foiight for by the wife. 
Folly exclaims, and well (he may, 
Becaufe I take her mafk away; 
If once I bring her to the fun. 
The painted harlot is undone. 
But prize, my child, oh ! prize my rules, 
And leave deception to her fools. 

Ambition deals in tinfel toys, 
Her traffic gewgaws, fleeting joys ! 
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An arrant juggler in difguife. 
Who holds falfc optics to your eyes. 
But ah ! how quick the fliadows pafs ; 
Tho' the bright vifions thro' her glafe 
Charm at a diftance ; yet, when near> 
The bafelefs fabrics difappear. 

Nor Riches boaft intrinfic worth, 
Their charms at beft, fuperior earth : 
Thefe oft the heav'n-born mind enflave. 
And make an honeft man a knave. 
^ Wealth cures my wants," the Mifer cries ; 
Be not deceiv'd — the Mifer lies : 
One want he has, with all his ftore. 
That worft of wants ! the want of morcw 

Take Pleafure, Wealth, and Pomp awajTt 
And where is Happinefs ? you fay. 

'Tis-here— and may be yours— for, know 
Vm all that's Happinefs below. 

To Vice I leave tumultuous joys, 
Mine is the ftill and fofter voice ; 
That whifpers peace, when ftorms invade. 
And mufic thro' the midnight (hade* 

Come 



jt6 H A P P i*N E S S. 

Come then, be mine in ev'ry part. 
Nor give me lefs, than all your heart; 
When troubles difcompofe your bieaft, 
I'll enter there a chearful gueft : 
My converfe {hall your cares beguile. 
The little world within (hall finile j 
j^nd then it fcarce imports a jot, 
Whether the great world frowns or not; 

And when the clofing fcenes prevail. 
When wealth, flate, pleafure, all {hall fail ; 
All that a fooli{h world admires, 
Or paflion craves, or pride infpires; 
At that important hour of need. 
Virtue {hall prove a friend indeed ! 
My hands {hall fmooth thy dying bed. 
My arms fu{lain thy drooping head : 
And when the painful fl:ruggle's o'er. 
And that vain thing, the World, no more ; 
ril bear my fav'rite fon away 
To rapture, and eternal day. 
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F R I E N D SHIP. 

VISION VI. 

T7RIENDSHIP ! thou foft, propitious poVr! 

^ Sweet regent of the fecial hour ! 

Sublime thy joys, nor underftood 

But by the virtuous and the good ! 

Cabal and Riot take thy name, 

But *tis a falfe afFefted claim. 

In heav*n if Love and Friendlhip dwell, 

Can they aflTociate e'er with hell I 

Thou art the lame thro' change of times, 
Thro' frozen zones, and burning climes : 
From the aequator to the pole. 
The fame kind angel thro' the whole. 
And, fince thy choice is always free, 
I bleis thee for thy fmiles on me. 

Whfen fbrrows fwell the tempeft high. 
Thou, a kind port, art always nigh ; 

For 



i88 FRIENDSHIP. 

For aching hearts a foVreign curcy 
Ndt foft Nepenthe ♦ hatf fo fure I 
And when returning, comforts rUe, 

Thou the bright fun that gilds our (kief. 

While thcfe ideas warm'd my breaft^ 
My weary eye-lids ftole to reft ', 
When Fancy rc-aflumM the theme, 
And furnifh'd this inftrudlive dream* 

I faird upon a ftormy (ea, 
(Thoufands embark'd alike with me) 
My IkifFwas fmall, and weak befide. 
Not built, methought, to ftem the tide» 
The winds along the furges fweep, 
The wrecks lie fcatter'd thro' the deep j 
Aloud the foaming billows roar, 
Unfriendly rocks forbid the fhorc» 

While all our various courfe purfue, 
A fpacious iile falutes our view*. 

• Nepenthe is an herb, ^hich being infufed in wine, difpelt 
grief. It is unknown to the moderns ; but fome believe it a 
kind of opium, and others take it for a fpeciei of bugloft. 
Flin. II. 2jf k 25. »• 

Two 
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Two queenS) widi tempe/s diiPring wide) 
This new-difcover'd world divide. 
A river parts their proper claim. 
And Truth its celebrated name* 

One fide a beauteous trad of ground 
Prefents, with living verdure crown'd. 
The feafons temp'rate, foft, and mild. 
And a kind Am that always fmird. « 

Few ftorms moleft the natives here^ 
Cold is the only ill they fear. 
This happy clime, and grateful foil, 
With plenty crowns die lab'rer's toil. 

Here Friendfliip's happy kingdom grew. 
Her realms were fmall, her fubje<5ts few. 
A thou(and charms the palace grace, 
A rock of adamant its bafe. 
Tho* thunders roll, and lightnings fly. 
This ftrudlure braves th' inclement fky. 
Ev*n Time, which other piles devours. 
And mocks the pride of human pow'rs. 
Partial to Friendfbip's pile alone, 
Cements the joints, and binds the ftone ; 

Ripens 
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Ripens the beauties of the place ; 
And calls to life each latent grace. 

Around the throne, in order ftand 
Four Amazons, a trufty band ; 
Friends ever faithful to advife^ 
Or to defend when dangers rife. 
Here Fortitude in coat of mail ! . 
There Juftice lifts her golden fcale I 
Two hardy chiefs ! who perfevere^ 
With form ereft, and brow fevere; 
Who fmile at perils, pains, and death. 
And triumph with their lateft breath. 

Temp'rance, that comely matron's near^ 
Guardian of all the Virtues here; 
Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming grace. 
Without one wrinkle in her face. 

But Prudence moft attrafts the fight. 
And Ihines pre-eminently bright. 
To view her various thoughts that rife. 
She holds a mirrour to her eyes ; 
The mirrour, faithful to its charge, 
Reflefts the virgin's foul in large. 

7 A Virtue 



VISION VL 191 

A Virtue with a fofter air, 
Was handmaid to the xegal &ir. ,■ 

This nymph, indulgent, conftant, kind^ . 
Derives from Heav'n her fpotlefs mind^ 
When actions wear a dubious iaqe» , 

Puts the beft meaning on the cafe; 
She (preads her arms, and bares her hreaS^. ^ 
Take$ in the .naked and diflrefs'd ; 
Prefers the hungry orphan's cries. 
And from her queen obtains fupplies. 
The maid, who ads this lovely par^ 
Grafp'd in her hand a bleeding heart, ^ « 

Fair Charity ! be thou my gueft. 
And be thy conftant couch my brcaft. 

But Virtues of inferior name. 
Crowd round the throne with equal claim ; 
In loyalty by none furpafs'd. 
They hold allegiance to the laft. 
Not ancient records e'er can fhow 
That one deferted to the foe. 

The river's other fide difplay'd 
AJitemate plots of flowVs and fbade, 

Whtre 
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Where poppies (hone with various hiic^ 
Where yielding ^inflows plenteous grew; 
And Humble * plants, by travellers diou^ 
With flow but certain poifon fraught. 
Beyond thefe fcenes, the eye defcry^d 
A powerful realm extended wide, 
Whofc boundaries from north-eaft begun. 
And ftrctch'd to meet the fouth-weft fun. 
Here Flatt'ry boafts defpotic fway. 
And balks in all the warmdi of day. 

Long pra£tisM in Deception's fchool. 
The tyrant knew the arts to rule; 
Elated with th* imperial robe, 
She plans the conqueft of the globe ; 
And aided by her fervile trains. 
Leads kings, and fons of kings, in chains. 
Her darling minifter is Pride, 
(Who ne'er was known to change his fide) 
A friend to all her interefts juft, 
And adive to difcharge his truft ; 

* The Humble plant bends down before the touch (at 
Seniitive plant (brinks from the touch) and is faid by foa 
be the (low poifoa of the Indians, 

Care 
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Carefs'd alike by high and low, 
The idcd of the belle and beau : 
In ev^ry fhape, he fl>ews his {kiU| 
And forms her fub]e£ls to bis will ', 
Enters their houfes and their hearts^ 
And gains his point before he parts. 
Sure never minifter was known 
So zealous for his fov 'reign's throne ! 

Three fitters, fimilar in mien. 
Were maids of honour to the queen S 
Who farther fevours fliar'd befide. 
As daughters of her ftatefman Pride. 
The firft. Conceit, with tow'ring creftjj 
Who look'd with fcorn upon the reftj 
Fond of herfelf, nor lefs, I deem. 
Than duchefs in her own efteem. 

Next Affectation, fair and young. 
With half-form'd accents on Uer tongu^. 
Whofe antic fhapes, and various &ce, 
Diftorted every native grace. 

Thefi Vanity, a wanton maid, 
Flaunting in Bruffels and brocades 
OL. I, O Fantafttc^ 
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Fantaftic, frolicfomei and wildj 
With all the trinlceti of a diild; 

The peopk) loyal to the quean, <* 
Wore their attaoHment in their mien-: 
With chearful' Heart they homage paidj 
And happieft Kei who moft obeyed. 
While they, who fought their owir applauft^^ 
Promoted mcjft their fov*reign*s cauffe. 
The minds of all* were fraught with guile^ 
Their manners diflTolute and vile j 
And every tribe, like Pagans, rurt 
To kneel before the rifmg fun. 

But now fome clamorous founds arife. 
And all the pleafing vifion flies. 

Once more I clos'd my eyes to flccp, 
And gain'd th' imaginary deep ; 
Fancy prefided at the helm. 
And fteef'd me back to Friendfliip's reahn^ 
But oh ! with horror I relate 
The revolutions of her ftate. 
The Trojan chief cou'd hardly more 
His Afiatic tow'rs deplore. 



For 
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t^or Flatt'ry vlew'd thofe fairer plains^ 
With longing eyes, where Fnendfliip reigns^ 
With envy heard her neighbour's fkme^ 
And often figh'd to gain the fame. 
At lengthj by pride and int'reft fir'd* 
To Friendfliip's kingdom fhe afpir'd. 

And now commencing open foe. 
She plans in thought fome mighty blow i 
Draws out her forces on the green. 
And marches to invade the queem 

The river Truth the hofts withftood, 
And roird her formidable flood : 
Her current ftrong, and deep, and clear. 
No fords were found, no ferries near : 
But as tjie troops approach'd the waves. 
Their fears fuggeft a thouland graves ; 
They all retir'd with hafte extreme, 
And fliudder'd at the 4ang'rous ftream. 

Hypocrify the gulph explores 5 
She forms a bridge, and joins the flxores. 
Thus ofpen art pr fraud prevails. 
When military prpwefs fuls, 

O2 The 
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The troops an eafy paflage find, 
Ani Vid'ry follows clofe behind, 

Friendihip with ardour charg'd her foes, 
And now the fight promifcuous grows i 
But Flatt'ry threw a pdfon'd dart. 
And pierc'd the Emprefs to the heart. 
The Virtues all around were feen 
To fall in heaps about the queen. 
The tyrant ftript the mangled fair. 
She wore her fpoils, afTum'd her air ; 
And mounting next the fufPrer's throne, 
Claim'd the queen's tides as her own. 

Ah ! injur M maid, aloud I cry'd. 
Ah ! injur'd maid, the rocks reply'd : 
But judge my griefs, and (bare them too. 
For the fad tale pertains to you ; 
Judge, reader, how (evere the wound. 
When Friendfbip's foes were mine, I found ; 
When the fad fcene of pride and guile 
Was Britain's poor degenerate ifle. 

The Amazons, who propp'd the ftate^ - 

Haply furviv'd the gcn'ral fate* 

Juftice 
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Jufticc to Powis-Houfe is fled, 
And Yorke fuftains her radiant head* 
The virtue Fortitude appears 
Jn open day at Ligonier's ', 
Illuftrious h^roim of the fky^ 
Who leads ,to vanquifh o;* to die ! 
*Twas flie our veterans breafts infpir'd, 
When Belgians faithlefs fons retir'd : 
For Tournay's treachVous tow'rs can t^Jl 
Britannia's children greatly felj. 

No partial virtue of the plajn ! 
JShe rous'd the lions of the m^in .: 
Hence * Vernon's little fleet fucceeds. 
And hence the gen'rous f Cornwall bleeds ! 
Hence % Greenville glorious !— for flie finil'd 
On the young hero from a child. / 

Tho' in high life fuch virtues dwell, 
They'll iuit plebeian breafts as well*. 

-^ At Porto Bello. 
+ Againft the combined fleets of France and Spain. 
i Died in a later engagement with the French fleet. 

O 3 Saj, 
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Say, that the mighty and the great 
Blaze like meridian funs of ffate'j 
EfFulgent excellence difptay, 
Like Hallifex, in floods of diyj 
Our leffer orbs miy pour their Kght^ 
Like the mild crdcent of the night. 
Tho' pale our' beams, and fmall our fj>hcr63| 
Still we may (hiine fereiie aiid clear. 

Give to the judge the fcarlet gown. 
To martial fouls the civic crown : 
What then ? is merit dieir^s alone ? 
Have we no worth to call our own ? 
Shall we not vindicate our part, 
In the firm breaft, and upright Ticart ? 
Reader, thefe virtues may be thine, 
Tho' in fuperior light they fhine. 
I can't difcharge great Hardwick's truft— 
True — but my foul may ftill be juft. 
And tho* I can't the ftate defend, 
rU draw the fword to ferve my friend. 

Two golden Virtues are behind. 
Of equal import to the mind ^ 

Prudence^ 
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Pnidence^ to poiat out Wijaocn's mnr^ 
Or to rrriam it» vhca wc §ra;; 
Tcmp^rzDCCf to guzid die jDutfafiil heatrt. 
When Vice aiid Fcfiftfarow the dart; 
Each Virtvet kt. the wodd s^re^ 
DaHj fefides nitfa jrou and me. 
And when our ibuk in frienfihip join. 
Well deem die Ibcial bond divine ; 
Thro* ev'rj'lcene maintain our tnift| 
Nor e'er be timid or uhjuft. 
That breaft, -where Honour builds his throne. 
That bread, which* Virtue calls her own. 
Nor int'rfeft warps, nor fear appdlls, 
When danger frowns, or lucre citls. 
No ! the true friend c6lle'aed;ftands, 
Fearlefe his heart, and pure his hands^ 
Let intVeft plead; Jet ftorms arife, 
][le dares be honeftf though he dies. 
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MARRIAGE. 

VISION VU. 

Infcribedto Mfs*^**. 

FAIREST, this vifion is thy due, 
I form'd th' inftruftive plan for you. 
Slight not the rules of thoughtful age, 
Your welfare aftuates every page ; 
But ponder well my facred theme, 
And tremble, while you read my drcam» 

Thofe awful words, " 'Till death do part 
May well alarm the youthful heart : 
No after-thought when once a wife ; 
The die is caft, and caft for life j 
Yet thoufands venture ev'ry day. 
As fome bafe paffion leads the way. 
Pert Silvia talks of wcdlock-fcenes, 
Tho* hardly enterM on her teens ; 
Smiles on her whining fpark, and hears 
The fugar'd fpeech with raptur'd ears ; 

Im 



V I S I O N VIL 20(11 

Impatient of a parentis rule, 
She leaves her fire and weds a fooL 
Want enters at the guardlefs door. 
And Love is fled, to come no more. 

Some few there are of fordid mould. 
Who barter youth and bloom for gold ; 
Carelefs with what, or whom they matc^ 
Their ruling palHon's all for ftatc, 
-But Hymen, gen'rous, juft, and kind. 
Abhors the mercenary mind : 
Such rebels groan beneath his rod. 
For Hymen's a vindiSive god ; 
Be joylefs ev'ry night, he faid, 
And barren be their nuptial bed. 

Attend, my fair, to Wifdom's voice, 
A better fate (hall crown thy clioice. 
A married life, to fpeak the beft, 
Is all a lottery confcfl: : 
Yet if my fair one will be wife, 
I will infurc my girl a prize ; 
Tho* not a prize to match thy wordi, 
Perhaps thy equal's not on eartlu 

'Tis 
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'Tis an important poif\t to knoW^ 
There's no.perfe£l:ion h^re below. 
Man's an odd cbmpound, after dU^ 
And ever has benifince the Fall. 
Say, that he loves you from his foul. 
Still man is prpud, nor brooks controul, 
And tho' a Have in Love's foft fchool. 
In wedlock claims his right to rule. 
The beft, in fliort, has faults about him, 
Jf few thofe faults, you muft not flout him. 
With fome, indeed, you can't difpenfe. 
As want of temper, and of fenfe^ 
For when the fun deferts the (kies> 
And the dull winter evenings rife. 
Then for a hufband's focial pow'r. 
To form the calm, converfive hour ; 
THe treafures of thy breaft explore. 
From that rich mine to draw the ore ; 
Fondly each gefl'rous thought refine, 
And give thy native gold to fliine j 
Shew thee, as really thou art, 
Tho' faifj yet fairer ftill at h^art. 
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6^y, when life's parple bloflbms fede. 
As foon they tnaft, thbu'diarttiirig Hiaid j 
When in thy ^hedcsdie rofes die, 
And ficknefsdouds^that brilliant 6ye ; 
Say, when or age or pains invade, 
And thofe dear limbs SQiall call for aid ; 
Jf thou art TetterM to a fool. 
Shall not his trahfieht paflion cool ? 
And when thy health and "beauty ^rid. 
Shall thy weak mate perffft a friend? 
But to a man of fenfe, my dear, 
Ev*n then thou lovely (halt appear; 
He'll (hare Uie griefs that wound thy hear^ 
And weeping claim the larger part I 
Tho* age impairs that beauteous face. 
He'll prize the pearl beydnd its cafe. 

In wedlock when the fcxes meet, 
Friend(hip is only then compleat. 
" Bleft ftate ! where fouls each other draw, 
*' Where love is liberty and law !*' 
The choiceft blefling found below. 
That man can wiih, or Heaven beftow ! 

Truft 
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Truft mc, thcfe raptures are divine^ 
For lovely Chloc once was mine ! 
Nor fear tlic vamifli of my ftyle, 
Tho' poet, I'm cftrang'd to guile. 
Ah me ! my faithful lips impart * 
The genuine language of my heart ! 

When bards extol their patrons high. 
Perhaps 'tis gold extorts the lie } 
Perhaps the poor reward of brea d. ■■ 
But who l^urns incenfe to the dead i 
He, whom a fond afFeftion draws, 
Carelcfs of cenfure^ or applaufe j 
Whofc foul is upright and fmcere, 
With nought to wiQi, and nought to fear. 

Now to my vifionary fcheme 
Attend, and profit by my dream. 

Amidft the flumbcrs of the night, 
A {lately temple 'rofc to fight ; 
And ancient as the human race. 
If Nature's purpofes you trace. 
This fane, by all the wife rever'd. 
To Wedlock's pow'rful god was rear'd. 



m 
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Hard by I faw a graceful fage, 

His locks were frofted o*er by age ; 

His garb was plain, his mind fcrene, 

And wifdom dignified his mien. 

With curious fearch his name I fought, 

And found 'twas Hymen's fav'rite— Thought. 

Apace the giddy crowds advance. 
And a lewd fatyr led the dance : 
I griev'd to fee whole thoufands run. 
For oh !. what thoufands were undone ! 
The fage, when thefe mad troops he fpy'd, 
Injpity flew to join their fide : 
The difconcerted pairs began 
To rail againft hiiti, to a man ', 
Vow'd they were ftrangers to his name, 
Nor knew from whence the dotard came# 

But mark the fcquel — far this truth 
Highly concerns impetuous youth : 
Long ere the honey-moon could wane, 
Perdition feiz'd on ev'ry twain j 
At ev'ry houfe, and all day long, 
Repentance ply'd her fcorpion thong ; 

Difguil* 
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JDiiguft was there widi frowning nuen$ 
And every wayward child of Splcei^ 
Hymen approached his awful fanpy 
Attended by a numVous trajn : 
Love with ea(ph foft and,namelefs gr^Q 
Was firflr in feyour and in place : 
Then came the god with (blemn gaitj 
Whofe ev'ry word was big with fatei 
His hand a flaming taper ^ore^ 
That facrcd fymbol, fam'd of yqre. : 
Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 
SuftflinM the god*s incumbent arm ) 
Beauty improv'd thq glowing fcen0 
With all the rofes of eighteen : 
Youth led the gayly-fmiling fiur^ 
His purple pinions wav'd in air : 
Wealth, a clofe hunks, walk'd hobbling ttigK) 
With vulture- claw, and eagle- eye^ 
Who threefcore years had feen, or niore, 
('Tis faid his coat had feen a fcore ;) 
Proud was the wretch, tho' clad in ragSj 
Prefuming much upon his bags* 

A female 
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A female next- her arte difplay'd^ 
Poets alone can paint the maid : 
Truft me, Hogarth, (tho* grc^t diy fame)' 
*Twould pofe thy fkil! to draw the fame ; 
And yet thy mimic pow'r is more 
Than ever painter's was before : 
Now fhe was fair as cygnet's down. 
Now as Mat Prior's Emma, brown ; 
And, changing as the changing flow'r, 
Her drefs fhe vary'd ev'ry hour : 
*Twas Fancy, child !— You know the fair. 
Who pins your gown, and fets your hair. 

Lo ! the god mounts his throne of flate. 
And fits the arbiter of fate : 
His head with radiant glories dreft. 
Gently reclin'd on Virtue's breafl : 
Love took his flation on the right, 
His quiver bfeam'd with golden light. 
Beauty ufurp'd the feqond place. 
Ambitious of diflinguifh'4 gr^ce j 
She claiqi'd this ceremonial joy, 
Becauie related to the boy^ 

5 (SalJ 
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(Said it was her's to point his dart. 
And (peed its paflage to the heart i) 
While on the god's inferior hand 
Fancy and Wealth obtain^ their ftand« 

And now the hallow'd rites proceed. 
And now a thouland hcart-ftrings bleed* 
I law a blooming trembling bride> 
A toothlcfs lover join'd her fide ; 
Averfe (he turn'd her weeping face, 
And fhuddcr'd at the cold embrace. 

But various baits their force impart : 
Thus titles lie at Celia's heart : 
A paflion much too foul to name, 
Cofts fupercilious prudes their fame : 
Prudes wed to publicans and finners j 
The hungry poet weds for dinners. 

The god with frown indignant viewed 
The rabble covetous or lewd ; 
By ev'ry vice his altars ftain'd, 
By ev'ry fool his rites profan'd : 
When Love complain'd of Wealth aloud, 
Affirming Wealth debauch'd the crowd > 



Drc^ 
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D^ew up in form his heavy charge, 

Defiring to be heard at large. * 

The god confents, the throng divide, 
The young efpousM the plaintiff's fide : 
The old declar'd for the defendant^ 
For Age is Money's fworn attendant. 

Loi^e faid, that wedlock was defign'd 
By gracious Heav'n to match the mind j 
To pair the tender and the juft, 
And his the delegated triift t 
That Wealth had play*d a knavlfli part, 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart ; 
But what avails the faithlefs voice i 
The injur'd heart difdains the choice.-*^ 

Wealth ftrait reply'd, that Love Ti^as blind, 
And talk'd at randoim of the mind : 
That killing eyes, and bleeding hearts, 
And all th' artillery of darts^ 
Were long ago exploded fanci^s^ 
And laugh'd at even in romanees* 
Poets indeed' ftyle Love a treaty, 
Perhaps for wrant 6f better meat : 
Vol, I. P Ani 



2ia MARRIAGE. 

And Love might be delicious fare, 
&ou'd we, like poets, live on air. 
But grant that angels feaft on Lovey 
(Thofe purer effences above) 
Yet Albion's fons, he underftood. 
Preferred a more fubftantial food. 
Thus while with gibes he drefs'd his caufe^ 
His grey admirers hemm'd applaufe. 

With fccming conqueft pert and proud. 
Wealth fhook his fides, and chuckled loud ; 
When Fortune, to rcftrain his pride. 
And fond to favour Love befide, 
Op'ning the mifcr's tape-ty'd vef^:, 
Dlfclos'd the Cares which ftung his breaft: 
Wealth flood abafh'd at his difgrace, 

And a deep crimfon flufh'd his face. 
Love fweetly fimper'd at the fight, 

His gay adherents laugh'd outright. 

The god, tho' grave his temper, fmil'd. 

For Hymen dearly priz'd the child. 

But he who triumphs o'er his brother, 

In turn is laugh'd at by another, 
r :S Such 
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Such cruel fcores we often find 
Kepaid the criminal in kind. 
For Poverty, that femifh'd fiend ! 
Ambitious of a wealthy friend, 
Advanc'd into the Mifer's place, 
And ftar'd the ftripling in the face j 
Whofe lips grew pale, and cold as clay 5 
I thought the chit would fwoon away. 

The god was ftudious to employ 
His cares to aid the vanquifh'd boy ; 
And therefore iflli'd his decree, 
That the two parties ftrait agree. 
When both obey'd the God*s commands^ 
And Love and Riches join'd their hands. 

What wond'rous change in each was wrought, 
Believe me, fair, furpafles thought. 
If Love had many charms before. 
He now had charms^ ten thoufand more. 
If Wealth had ferpents in his breaft. 
They now were dead, or luU'd to reft. 

Beauty, that vain afFeiSted thing, 
Who join'd the hymeneal ring, 

P 2 Approach'd 
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Approach'd with round unthinking face. 
And thus the trifler ftates her cafe* 

She faid, that Love's complaints, 'twas knowxv 
Exaftly tally'd with her own > 
That Wealth had learn'd the felon's arts. 
And robb'd her of a thoufend hearts ; 
Defiring judgment againft Wealthy 
For falfehood, perjury, and ftealth ; 
All which (he cou'd on oath depofe. 
And hop'd the court would flit his nofe. 

But Hymenj when he heard her name, 
Call'd her an interloping dame v 
Look'd thro' the crowd with angry ftate, 
And blsun'd the porter at the gate> 
For giving entrance to die fair. 
When fhe was- no eflential there. 

To fink this haughty tyrant's ptide, ^ . 
He order'd Fancy to prefide. 
Hence, when debates on beauty rifcf. 
And each bright &ir difputes die prizc^ 
To Fancy's court wc ftrait apply, 
And wait the fcntence of her eye; 

In 
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In Beauty's realms fhe holds the feals« 
And her awards preclude appeals. 



LIFE/ 

VISION VIII. 

X E T not the young my precepts fhun ; 
•*-^ Who flight good counfcls, are undone. 
Your poet fung of Love's delights. 
Of halcyon days and joyous nights ; 
To the gay fancy lovely themes ; 
And fain I'd hope they're more than dreams. 
But, if you pleafc, before we part, 
I'd fpeak a language to your heart. 
We'll talk of Life, tho' much, I fear, 
Th' ungrateful tajc will wound your ear. 
You raife your fanguine thoughts too high. 
And hardly know the reafon why : 

P3 But 
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But fey Life's tree bears golden frui^ 
Some canker (hall corit)dc the root j 
Some unexpefted ftorm (hall rife ; 
Or fcorching funs, or chilling fkies; 
And (if experienced jtrutbs avail) 
All your autumnal hopes (hall fail. 

** But, Poet, whence fuch wide extremes t 
^ Well may you ftyle your labours Preams* 
" A fon of forrow thou, I ween, 
" Whofe vifions are the brats of Spleen^p 
« Is blifs a vague unmeaning name— 
" Speak then the paffions' ufe or aim j 
" Why rage defires without controul, 
*' And roufe fuch whirlwinds in the foul j 
*' Why Hope erects her tow'ring creft^ 
** And laughs, and riots in the breaft ? 
*' Think not, my weaker brain turns roundy 
*^ Think not, I tread on fairy ground. 
*« Think not, your pulfe alone beats tru^-r« 
" Mine makes as healthful mufic too. 
" Our joys, when life's foft fpring we trace, 
** Put forth their early buds apace. 

« Sec 



VISION VkL 215 

.« See the bloom loads the tender flioot, 
** The bloom conceals the future fruit. 
^* Yes, manhood's warm meridian fun 
*' Shall ripen what in fpring begun, 
'* Thus infant rofes, ere they blow, 
** In germinating clutters grow 5 
** And only wait the fummer*s ray, 
« To burft and bloffom to the day." 

What faid die gay unthinking boy ? — 
Methought Hilar io taik'd of joy ! 
Tell, if thou canft, whence joys arife. 
Or what thofe mighty joys you prize. 
You'll find (and truft fuperior years) 
The vale of life a vale of tears. 
Could Wifdom teach, where joys abound, 
Or riches purchafe (hem, when found, 
Would fcepter'd Solomon complain, 
That all was fleeting, felfe, and vain ? 
Yet fcepter'd Solomon cou'd fay. 
Returning clouds obfcur'd his day. 
Thofe maxims, which the preacher drew, 
The royal fage experienc'd true. 

P-f. He 
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He knew' the various ills that wait 
Our in&nt and meridian ftate j 
That toys pur c^l$^ thoughts engage, 
And different toys maturervage; 
That grief at ev'ry ftage appears, 
But diflfrent griefs at diiPrent years if 
That vanity is feen, in part, 
Infcrib'd on cy*fy ^aman hearts 
In the child's bread the fpark began, 
Grows with his growth, and glares in man, 
But when in life we journey late. 
If follies die, dp griefs ^bate i 
Ah ! what is life at fourfcore years ?— r 
One dark, rough road of fighs, groans, paijls^ and 
tears! 
Perhaps you'll think I a£l the fame. 
As a fly (harper plays his game : 
You triumph ey*ry deal that's paft^^ 
He's fure to triumph at the'laft; 
Who often wins fome thoufands more 
Than twice die fum you won before. 

But 
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Bttt Fm a loler with ibe reft. 
For Life is all a deal at beft ; 
Wbere not die prize of wealth or finsoy 
Hepays the trouble of ^ game; 
(A tntdi no winnesr e'er deny'd, 
An hour befiare tiiat winner dy'd). 
Kot that widi me dieie prizes (bine, 
for xwtber fiune nor wealth are mine. 
My cardi !-«# weak plebeian band, 
Witb Icarce an honour in my hand. 
And, fince my trumps are very few. 
What have I more to boafi than you f 
^or am I gainer by your £J] 1 
That harlot Fortune bubbles aH * 

*Tis truth (receive it ill or wdl) 
^is melancholy truth I telL 
Why fhould the preacher take your pence. 
And finother truth to flatter fenfe i 
Vm furc, phyTicians have no merit. 
Who kill, thro* lenity of fpirit. 

That Life's a game, divines confefs, 
This fays at cards, and that at chefs : 

But 
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But if our views be oentcr'd here, 
Tis all a lofing game, I fear. 

Sailors, you know, when wars obtain. 
And hoftile Teflels crowd the main. 
If they difcover from a&r 
A bark, as diftant as a ftar. 
Hold the per^)caive to their eyes. 
To leam its cdours, ftrength, and Cze $ 
And when this Iccret once diey know. 
Make ready to receive ^e foe. 
Let you and I from fiulors leam 
Important truths of like concern. 
I clos'd the day, as cuftom led, 
Widi reading, till the time of bed ; 
Where Fancy, at die midnight hour. 
Again difplay'd her magic pow*r, 
(For know, that Fancy, like a fpright. 
Prefers the filent icenes of night.) 
She lodg'd me in a neighb'ring wood. 
No matter where die thicket ftood ; 
The Genius of the {4ace was nigh, 
And held two pictures to my eye. 
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The curious painter had pourtray'd 
Life in each joft and genuine ihade. 
They, who have only known its dawn. 
May think thefe lines too deeply drawn; 
But riper years, I fear, will ihew. 
The wifer artift paints too true. 

One piece prefents a rueful wild. 
Where not a fummer's fun had finird: 
The road with tiiorns is covcr'd widc^ 
And Grief fits weeping by the fide; 
|Ier tears with conftant tenor flow^ 
And form a mournful lake below; 
Whofe filent waters, dark and deep. 
Thro' all the gloomy valley creep* 

Paffions that flatter, or that flay. 
Are beafts that fawn, or birds that prey. 
Here Vice afllimes the ferpent's ihape; 
There Folly perfonates the ape j 
Here Av'rice gripes with harpies* claws ; 
There Malice grins with tygers* jaws; 
While fons of mifchief. Art and Guile, 
J\xe alligators of the Nile. 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n Pleafure a&s a treacherous part^ 
She charms the lenfe, but ftings the heart i 
And when fhe gulls us of our wealdi> 
Or that fuperior pearl, our healthy 
Reftores us nought but pains and woe^ 
And drowns us in the lake below. 

There a conimiflion'd angel ftands^ 
With defolation in his hands I 
lie fends jiie all^devouring flame. 
And cities hardly boaft a name : 
Or wings the peftilential blaft, 
And lo ! ten thoufands breathe their laft : 
He fpeaks— obedient tcmpefts roar. 
And guilty nations are no more : 
He fpeaks — the fury Difcord raves, 
And fweeps whole armies to their graves : 
Or Famine lifts her mildew'd hand. 
And Hunger howls thro' all the land. 

Oh ! what a wretch is man, I cry'd, 
Expos'd to death on ev*ry fide ! 
And fure as born, to be undone 
By evils which he cannot ftiun ! 

Befides 
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Befides a thoiiiand baits to fin, 
A thouland traitors lodg'd within ! 
For foon as Vice ailaults the hearty 
The rebels take the daemon's part. 

I figh, my aching bofom bleeds ; 
When ftrait the milder plan fucceeds. 
The lake of tears, the dreary ihore, 
The lame as in the piece before. ' 
But gleams of light are here dliplay'd. 
To chear the eye and gild the fhade. 
Affliction fpeaks a fofter ftyle. 
And Diiappointment wears a fmile. 
A group of Virtues bloilbm near, 
Theur roots improve by ev'ry tear. 

Here Patience, gentle maid! is nigb^ 
To calm the ftorm, and wipe the eye 5 
Hope a£ls the kind phyfician's part, 
And warms die folitary heart; 
Religion nobler comfort brings, 
Di&rms our griefs, or blunts their flings ; 
^ints out the balance on the whole. 
And Heav'n rewards the ftruggling foul. 

fiut 
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But while thefe raptures I purfue^ 
The Genius fuddcnly withdrew* 



DEATH- 
VISION the Lajt. 

'/T^ I S thought my Vifions are too grave ♦j 

^ A proof rm no defigning knave» 
Perhaps if Int'reft held the fcales, 
I had devis'd quite different tales ; 
Had joiuM the laughing low buffoon^ 
And fcribbled fatire and lampoon ; 
Or ftirr'd each fource of foft defire, 
And fann'd the coals of wanton fire ; 
Then had my paltry Vifions fold, 
Yes, all my dreams had turnM to gold j 

• See the Monthly Review of New Books, for Fe- 
bruary 1751. 

Had 
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Had prov'd the darlings of the town, 
And I — 3i poet of renown ! 

Let not my aweful theme furprize. 
Let no unmanly fears arife. 
I. wear no melancholy hue, 
No wreaths of cyprefs or of yew. 
The fhroud,. the coffin, pall, or herfe. 
Shall ne'er deform my fofter verfe : 
Let me confign the fun'ral plume. 
The herald's paint, the fculptur'd tomb. 
And all the folemn farce of graves. 
To undertakers and their (laves. 

You know, that moral writers fay 
The world's a ftage, and life a play ; 
That in this drama to fucceed. 
Requires much thought^ and toil indeed 1 
There flill remains one labour more. 
Perhaps a greater than before. 
Indulge the fearch, and you ihall fiikl 
The harder tafk is ftill behind j 
That harder tafk, to quit the flage 
In early youth, or riper age j 

To 
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To leave the company and place, 
With firmnefs, dignity, and grace. 

Come, then, die cloflng fcenes furvey, 
1'is the laft a£t which crowns the play* 
Do well this grand decifive part. 
And gain the plaudit of your heart. 
Few greatly live in Wifdom's eye— • 
But oh ! how few who greatly die ! 
Who, when their days approach an end. 
Can meet the foe, as friend meets friend*^ 

Inftru(£tive heroes ! tell us whence 
Your noble fcorn of flefh and fenfe f 
You part from all we prize fo dear, 
Nor drop one foft reluctant tear t 
Part from thofe tender joys of life. 
The Friend, the Parent, Child, and Wife. 
Death's black and ftormy gulph you brave. 
And ride exulting on the wave ; 
Deem thrones but trifles all I — ^no more— ► 
Nor fend one wifhful look to fhore. 

For foreign ports and lands unknown. 
Thus the firm failor leaves his own ; ' 

Obedient 
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Obedient to the riflng gale, 
Unmoors his bark, and (preads his fail ; 
Defies the ocean, and the wind, 
Nor mourns the joys he leaves behind. 

Is Death a powerful monarch ? True~ 
Perhaps you dread the tyrant too ! 
Fear, like a fog; precludes the light. 
Or fwells the obje£l to the fight. 
Attend my vifionary page^ 
And rU diikrm the tyrant's rage. 
Come, let this ghaflly form appear; 
He's not fo terrible when near. 
Diftance deludes th' unwary eye^ 
So clouds feem monfters in the fky 1 
Hold frequent cohverfe with him now, 
He'll daily wear a milder brow. 
Why is my theme with terror fraught ? 
Becaufe you fhun the frequent thought. 
Say^ when the captive pard is nigh, 
•Whence thy pale cheek and frighted eye ? 
Say, why difmay'd thy manly breaft. 
When the grim Hon fhakes his creft ? 
Vol. I. Q^ Becaufe 
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Becaufe thefe favage fights are new- 
No keeper (hudders at the view. 
Keepers, accuftomM to the fcene. 
Approach the dens with look ferenc, 
Fearlefs their grifly charge explore. 
And fmile to hear the tyrants roar. 
** Ay — but to die ! to bid adieu ! 
•* An everlafting farewell too 1 
** Farewell to ev'ry joy around ! 
« Oh ! the heart fickens at the found !'* 

Stay, (tripling — thou art poorly taught— 
Joy didft thou fay ?— difcard the thought. 
Joys are a rich cclcflial fruit, 
And fcorn a fublunary root. 
What wears the face of joy below^ 
Is often found but fpK ndid woe. 
Joys here, like unfubftantial fame, 
Are nothings with a pompous name j 
Or clfc, like comets in the fphcre. 
Shine with dcftru6lion in their rear. 

PafiTions, like clouds, obfcure the fight, 
Hence mortals fcldom judge aright. 

Tb 
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The world's a harih unfruitful foil. 
Yet ftill we hope, and ftill we toil j 
Deceive ourfelves with wond'rous art. 
And diiappointment wrings the heart. 

Thus when a mift coUedls around. 
And hovers o'er a barren ground. 
The poor deluded trav'ler fpies 
Imagin'd trees and ftruilures rife ; 
But when the fhrouded fun is clear. 
The defert and the rocks appear. 

** Ah — but when youthful blood runs high, 
" Sure 'tis a dreadful thing to die ! 
" To die ! and what exalts the gloom, 
** I'm told that man furvives the tomb ! 
'* O ! can the learned prelate find 
'' What future fcenes await the mind ? 
" Where wings the foul, diflodg'd from clay ? 
" Some courteous angel point the way ! 
*' That unknown fomewhere in the (kies ! 
'* Say, where that unknown fomewhere lies j 
*^ And kindly prove, when life is o'er, 
*' That pains and forrows are no more. 
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^ For doubtlefs dying is a curfe, 

^ If prefent ills be changed for worfe," 

Hufh, my young friend, forego the tfaeme^ 
And liften to your poet's dream. 

£re-while I took an evening walk, 
Honorio joinM in focial talk. 
Along the lawns the zephyrs r\^eep'9 
. Each ruder wind was lull'd afleep^ 
The fky, all beauteous to behold. 
Was ftreak'd with azure, green, and gold | 
But, tho' ferenely foft and fair. 
Fever hung brooding in the air j 
Then fetded on Honorio*s breaft, 
Which fhudderM at the fetal gueft. 
No drugs the kindly wilh falfil, 
Difeafe eludes the do<ftor's fkill. 
The poifon fpreads through all the frame^ 
Ferments, and kindles into flame. 
From fide to flde Honorio turnsy 
And now with thirft iniatiate burns« 
His eyes refign their wonted grace, 
Thofe friendly lamps expire apace ! 

Tli0 
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The brain's an ufdeis organ grown, 
And Reafon tumbled from his throne.— 

But while the purple furges glow, 
The currents thicken as they flow ; 
The blood in ev'ry diftant part 
Stagnates and difappoints the heart i 
Pefrauded of its crimfon ftore. 
The vital engine plays no more. 

Honorio dead, the fim'ral bell 
Call'd ev'ry friend to bid farewell, 
I join*d the melancholy bier. 
And dropped the unavailing tear. 

The clock ftruck twelve— when nature fought 
Jlepofe from all the pangs of thought ; 
And while my limbs were funk to reft, 
A yifion footh'd my troubled breaft. 

I dream'd the fpeSre Deadi appeared, 
J dream'd his hollow voice I heard ! 
Methought th' imperial tyrant wore 
A ftate no prince afTum'd before. 
All nature fetch'd a gen'ral groan. 
And lay expiring round his throno, 

0,3 Igw'd^ 
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I gaz'd — when ftrait arofi^to fight:' 
The moft detefted fiend of night 
He fhufHed with unequal pace. 
And conTcious fhame deform'd his face. 
With jealous leer he fquinted round. 
Or fix'd his eyes upon the ground. 
From hell this frightful monfter came. 
Sin was his fire, and Guilt his naihe^ 

This fiiry, with officious care, 
Waited around the Sovereign's chair ; 
In robes of terrors dreft the king. 
And arm'd him with a baneful fting $ 
Gave fiercenefs to the tyrant's eye. 
And hung the fword upon his thigh, 
Difeafes next, a hideous crowd ! 
Proclaim*d their mafter's empire loud i 
And, all obedient to his will. 
Flew in commiffion'd troops to kill. 

A rifing whirlwind (hakes the poles. 
And lightning glares, and thunder rolls. 
The Monarch and his train prepare 
To range the foul tempeftuous air. 



Strait 
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Strait to his ihoulders he applies 

Two pinions of enormous fize ! 

Methought I faw the ghaftly form 

Stretch his black wings, and mount the ftorm* 

When Fancy's airy horfc I ftrode, 

And join'd the army on th^ rpad. 

As the grim conqu'ror urg'd his way. 

He fcatter'd terror and difmay. 

Thoufands a penfive afpecS wor^, 

Thoufands who fneer'd at Death before. 

Life's records rife on ev'ry fide, 

And Confcience fpreads thofe volumes wide ; 

Which faitliful regifters were brought 

By pale-ey'd Fear and bufy Thought. 

Thofe faults which artful men conceal. 

Stand here engrav'd with pen of fteel, 

By Confcience, that impartial fcribe ! 

Whofe honeft palm difdains a bribe. 

Their aftions all like critics view, 

And all like faithful critics too. 

As guilt had ftain'd life's various ftagc, 

What tears of blood bedew'd the page I 

CL4 AH 



232 DEATH. 

All Ihudder'd at the black account. 
And fcarce believ'd the vaft amount I 
All vowM a fudden change of heart, 
Would Death relent, and fheathe his dart. 
But, when the awful foe withdrew. 
All to their follies fled anew. 

So when a wolf, who fcours at large^ 
Springs on the fhepherd's fleecy charge, 
The flock in wild diforder fly, 
And caft behind a frequent eye 5 
But, when the viSim's borne away, 
They rufh to pafture and to play. 

Indulge my dream, and let nty pen 
Paint thofe unmeaning creatures. Men. 

Carus, with pains and ficknefs worn. 
Chides the flow night, and fighs for morn ; 
Soon as he views the eaftern ray, 
He mourns the quick return of day; 
Hourly laments protrafted breath. 
And courts the healing hand of Death. 

Verres, opprefs'd with guilt and fliame, 
Shipwreck'd in fortune, health, and fame, 



Pines 
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Pines for his dark fepulchrai bed. 
To mingle with th' unheeded dead. 

With fourfcoure years grey Natho bends, 
A burden to himfelf and friends ; 
And with impatience feems to wait 
The friendly hand of lingering fate* 
So hirelings wi(h their labour done^ 
And often ey« the weftern fun. 

The monarch hears their various grief, 
Defcends, and brings the wifliM relief 
Qn Death with wild furprize they ftar*d ; 
All feem*d averfe ! All unpreparM ! 

As torrents fweep with rapid force. 
The grave's pale chief purfu'd his courle* 
No human powV can or withftand, 
Or fhun the conquefts of his hand. 
Oh ! could the prince of upright mind. 
And, as a guardian angel, kind^ 
With ev*ry heart-felt worth befide. 
Turn the keen (haft of Death afide. 
When would the brave Auguftus join 
The afhes of his lacred line ? 

But 



234^ DEATH* 

Sut Death maintains no partial war^ 

He mocks a fultan or a czar. 

He lays his iron hand on all 

Yes, kings, and fons of kings, muft fall ! 

A truth Britannia lately felt, 

And trembled to her center ! * 

Cou'd ableft ftatefmen ward the blow, 
Wou'd Granville own this connnon foe i 
For greater talents ne'er were known 
To grace the favorite of a throne. 

Cou'd genius fave — ^wit, learning, fire—* 
Tell me, would Chefterfield expire ? 
Say, wou'd his glorious fun decline. 
And fet like your pale ftar or mine i 

Cou'd ev'ry virtue of the (ky— • 
Wou'd Herring t> Butler J, Seeker § die ? 

Why this addrefs to peerage all—. 
Untitled Allen's virtues call ! 

* Referring to the death of his late Royal Highnefs Frederick 
Prince of Wales. 

f Archbifhop of Canterbury. 
J Late Bifhop of Durham. 
5 Bifliop of Oxford. 
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If Allen's worth demands a placcy 
Ixxrds, yndi your leave, 'tis no dilgracc. 
TJk>' high your ranks in heralds' roUsy 
Know Virtue too ennobles fouls. 
By her that private man's renown'd. 
Who pours a thoufand bleffings round* 
While Allen takes Afflidion's part^ 
And draws out all his gen'rous heart; 
Anxious to feize the fleeting day. 
Left unimprov'd it fteal away ; 
While thus he walks with jealous ftrifc 
Thro' goodnefs, as he walks thro' life, 
3hall not I mark his radiant path ?— 
JLikj mufe, and fing the Man of Bath ! 
Publifh abroad, cou'd goodnefs fave, 
' Allen wou'd dilappoint the grave i 
Tranflated to the heav'nly flbore, 
X'ike Enoch, when his walk was o'er. 

Not Beauty's pow'rful pleas reftrain— 
Her pleas are trifling, weak, and vain ; 
For women pierce with fhrieks the air. 
Smite their bare breafts, and rend their hair. 

AU 
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All have a doleful tale to tell, 

How friends. Tons, daughters, hultends fell f 

Alas ! is life our fiiv'rite theme ! 
^is all a vain, or psunfiil dream, 
A dream which fools or cowards prize, 
But flighted by the brave or wife. 
Who lives, for others' ills muft groan. 
Or bleed for forrows of his own ; 
Muft journey on with weeping ejre. 
Then pant, fink, agonize, and die* 

And (hail a man arraign the (Ides, 
Becaufe man lives, and mourns, and dies ? 
Impatient reptile ! Reafon cry'd ; 
Arraign thy paffion and thy pride. 
Retire, and commune with thy heart, 
A(k, whence thou cam'ft, and what thou arL 
Explore thy body and thy mind. 
Thy ftation too, vriiy here a(Bgn*d. 
The fearch (hall teach thee life to prize. 
And make thee grateful, good, and wife. 
Why do you roam to foreign climes. 
To ftudy nations, modes, and times 5 

A (cience 
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A (cience often dearly bought, 
And often what avails you nought ? 
Go^ man, and a£l a wifer part. 
Study the fcience of your heart. 
This home philofophy, you know. 
Was priz'd fome thoufand years ago *# 
Then why abroad a frequent gueft ? 
Why fuch a ftranger to your breaft ? 
Why turn fo many volumes o'er. 
Till Dodfiey can fupply no more ? 
Not all the volumes on thy fhelf. 
Are worth that fmgle volume, Self. 
For who this facred book declineS| 
Howe'er in otfcer arts he fliines ; 
Tho' frait with Pindar's noble rage^ 
Or vers'd in Tully's manly page ; 
Tho' deeply read in Plato's fchool 5 
With all his knowledge is a fooh 

Proclaim the truth — fay, what is man f 
His body from the duft began j 

• KNOW THYSELF—a celebrated faying 6i Child^ one 
#f the feyen wife men of Greece, 

And 
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And when a few (hort years are o'er. 
The crumbling fabric is no more. 

But whence the foul ? From heav'n it came! 
Oh ! prize this intelleftual flame. 
This nobler Self with rapture fcan, 
'Tis mind alone which makes the man. 
Truft me, there's not a joy on earth> 
But from the foul derives its birth. 
Afk the young rake (he'll anfwer right) 
Who treats by day, and drinks by night. 
What makes his entertainments Ihine, 
What gives the relifh to his wine ; 
He'll tell thee, (if he fcorns the beaft) 
That focial pleafures form the feaft. ^ 
The charms of beauty too fliall cloy, 
Unlefe the foul exalts the joy. 
The mind muft animate the face. 
Or cold and taftelefs ev'ry grace. 

What ! muft the foul her pow'rs difpenfe 
To raife and fwell the joys of fenfe ?— 
Know too, the joys of fenfe controul, 
And clog the motions of the foul ; 

Forbi 
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Forbid her pinions to afpire. 
Damp and impair her native fire : 
And fure as Senfe ( that* tyrant !) reigns, 
She holds the etnprefs, Soul, in chains. 
Inglorious bondage to the mind, 
Heaven-born, fublime, and unconfin'd ! 
She's independent, fair, and great. 
And juftly claims a large eftate ; 

She afks no bprrowM aids to (hine, 

She boafts within a golden mine ; 

But, like the treafures of Peru, 

Her wealth lies deep, and far from view. 

Say, (hall the man who knows her worth, 

Debafe her dignity and birth ; 

Or e'er repine at Heaven's decree. 

Who kindly gave her leave to be; 

Caird her from nothLig into day. 

And built her tenement of clay ? 

Hear and accept me for your guide, 

(Reafon fhall ne'er defert your fide.) 

Who liftens to my wifer voice. 

Can't but applaud his Maker's cheice ; 

Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd with that Firft and Sov'rdgn Gau{e| 
PleasM with unerring Wifdoin*s laws j 
Secure^ fince Sovereign Goodnefs reigns^ 
Secure, fince Sovereign Pow'r obtains. 

With curious eyes feview thy frame/ 
This fcience fhall direfl thy claim. 
Doft thou indulge a double view, 
A long, long life, and happy too ? ^ 
Perhaps a farther boon you crave— * 
To lie down eafy in die grave ? 
Know then my diflates muft prevail, 
Or furely each fond wifh (hall fail.—' 

Come then, is Happinefi thy aim ? 
Let mental joys be all thy game. 
Repeat the fearch, and mend your pace^ 
The capture fhall reward the chace. 
Let cv'ry minute, as it Springs, 
Convey frelh knowledge on its wings j 
Let ev'ry minute, as it flies. 
Record thee good as well as wife. 
While fuch purfuits^ your thoughts engage,' 
In a few years ybu'll live an age. 

Who 
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Who meafures life by rolling years ? 
Fools meafure by revolving fpheres. 
Go thou, and fetch th' unerring rule 
Frpm Virtue's, and from Wifdom's fchool. 
Who well improves life's iborteft day, 
Wijl fcarce regret its fetting ray; 
Contented with his ibare of light. 
Nor fear nor vnSh th' approach of night 
And when Difeafe aflaults the heart. 
When Sicknefs triumphs over Art, 
Refledtions on a life well paft, 
Shall prove a cordial to the laft ; 
This medicine fhall the foul fuftain^ 
And foften or fufpend her pain ; 
Shall break Death's fell tyrannic powV, 
And calm the troubled dying hour. 

Bleft rules of cool prudential age ! 
I liften'd, and rever'd the fage. 
When lo ! a form divinely bright 
Defcends and burfts upon my fight, 
Vol. I. R A Seraph 
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A Seraph of illuftrious birth ! 
(Religion was her name on earth) 
Supremely fwcet her radiant face, 
And blooming with celeftial grace ! 
Three fhining cherubs form 'd her train^ 
Wav'd their light wings, and reach'd the plain; 
Faith, with fublime and piercing eye. 
And pinions fluttering for the flcyj 
Here Hope, that fmiling angel, ftands. 
And golden anchors grace her bands ; 
There Charity, in robes of white, 
Faireft and fev'rite maid of light ! 

The feraph fpake — 'tis Reafon's part^ 
To govern, and to guard the heart; 
To lull the wa)nvard foul to reft. 
When hopes and fears diftrad the breaft. 
J Reafon may calm this doubtful ftrife. 
And fteer thy bark thro' various life : 
But when the ftorms of death are nigh. 
And midnight darknefs veils the (ky, 

Sha] 
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Shall Reafon then direft thy fail, 
Difperfe the clouds, or fink the gale ? 
Stranger,' this fkill alone is mine, 
Skill ! that tranfcends his fcanty^line. 

That hoary fage has counfel'd right— ' 

Be wife, nor fcorn his friendly light. 
Revere thyfelf— thou'rt near ally'd 
To angels on thy better fide. 
How various e'er their ranks or kinds, 
, Angels are but unbodied minds j 
When the partition- walls decay, 
Men emerge angels from their clay. 

Yes, when the frailer body dies. 
The foul afferts her kindred fkies. 
But minds, tho' fprung from heav'nly race, 
Muft firft be tutor'd for the place. 
(The joys above are underftood^ 
And relifh'd only by the good) 
Who (hall affume this guardian care ? 
Who (hall fecure their birthright there ? 

R 2 Souls 
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Souls are my charge— -to me 'tis giv'n 
To train them for their native heav'n. 

Know then — ^Who bow the early kne^ 
And give the willing heart to me ; 
Who wifely, when Temptation waits^ 
Elude her frauds, and ipurn her baits s 
Who dare to own my injur'd caufe, 
(Tho* fools deride my facred laws j) 
Or fcom to deviate to Ae wrong, 
Tho* Perfecution lifts her thong ; 
Tho' all die fons of hell confpire 
To raife die ftake, and light the fire ; 
Know, that for fuch fuperior fouls. 
There lies a Wife beyond die poles i 
Where (pirits Ihine with purer ray. 
And brighten to meridian day ; 
Where Love, where boundlefs Friendfhip rulcs^ 
(No friends that change, no love diat cods I) 
Where rifing floods of knowledge roll, 
And pour and pour upon the fout ! 

« But 
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But Where's the paf&ge to die Ikies ?— • 
The road thro' Death's black vaUey lies* 
Nay, do not fhudder at my tale— 
Tho' dark the (hades, yet fafe the vale. 
This path the beft of men have trod j 
And who'd decline the road to God ? 
Oh ! 'tis a glorious boon to die ! 
This favour can't be priz'd too high* 

While thus flie fpake, my looks exprefe'd 
The raptures kindling in my breaft : 
My foul a fix'd attention gave ; 
When the ftern Monarch of the Grave 
With haughty ftrides approach'd— Amaz'd 
I flood, and trembled as I gaz'd^ 
The Seraph calm'd each anxious fear, ^ 
And kindly wip'd the falling tear $ 
Then haften'd with expanded wing 
To meet the pale terrific King. 
But now what milder fcenes arife ! 
The Tyrant drops his hoftile guife. 

He 
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He (eems a youth divinely fair, 
In graceful ringlets waves his hair. 
His wings their whitening plumes difplay, 
His burnifli'd plumes rc&eH the day. 
Light flows his fbining azure veft, 
And all the angel ftands confeft. 

I view'd the change with fweet furprize. 
And oh ! I panted for the (kies ; 
Thank'd Heav'n, that e'er I drew my breath, 
And triumph'd in the thoughts of Death. 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 






